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CHAPTER 1 

" Panthcrs. " — " Lorettcs. *' — " Nymphs. " — " Othcr-siders. " 
— " La Dame aux Camélias. " — " Magdalcns. " — " Filles de Mar- 
bre " and " Filles de Plâtre. " — " Heart-breakers. " — '• Musca- 
dînes. " — " Night-beauties. " — " Biches d'Alger, " in other words : 
" Camels. " — " Cocottes " and " Cocodettes. " — Names and nick'- 
names, old and new. 



It îs curious to note the différent expressions made use 
of at différent periods to dénote the members of the upper 
demi-monde — young ladies who go about în silks and 
velvets, jt îs true, and shine resplendent with lace and 
dîamondsy but who are harlots for ail that, just as much 
as their humbler sisters, the street-walkers. They are 
rather deaner and a great deal dearer ; and there the dif- 
ferencç begins and ends. 

Women l 
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About thc ycar 1835, *' Panthers " was thc recognîzed 
term for thèse fashionable falr ones. 

The now familiar phrase of '* Lorette " only dates 
from 1840. Roqueplan in Yiis Tiouvelles à la Main, notes 
and jokes on passîng topics, 1841, writes : 

Exptllcd from the more prudisK districts, the fair beings of various 
âges who dévote their énergies to the ruin oF young men of wealthy 
fsmilies, took refuge in the recently built houses of that new town 
which is growing up in the district intervening between the extremity 
of the Rue Lafitte and thc Rue Blanche, comprising the new streets of 
Saint->Georges, La Bruyère, Bréda, and Navarin, and taking its name 
from that of its principal thoroughfare, the Rue Notre-Dame-de-Lorettc. 
This whole category of streets is known as the " quartier des lorettes, " 
and the young ladies who inhabit them are themselves spoken of as 
" iorcttes " in the phraseology of their haphazard admirera. 

A lîttle later on, the students of the Latin Quarter used 
to caM such of their fair friends as lived on the right bank 
of the river, '* Other-siders. " 

I n 1 845, Prospcr Mérimée used to refer to them as ' * Pe- 
tites Dames, " (Little Ladies), while old-fashioned ama- 
teurs of the weaker sex dubbed them " Nymphs. " This 
was a belated réminiscence of the classical mythology of 
their school-days. 

Forsome time after ]8So, the date when the famousplay 
of Alexandre Dumas fih enjoyed such phénoménal suc- 
cess, our. friends the ^' Lorettes" used to be spoken of 
very generally by the name of Hame aux Camélias, Soon 
after, an attempt was made to transform the title ''Lo- 
rette " into ''Magdalen; '* but the name-did not please 
the public, and soon died out. 
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Again, aftcr thc vogue of Théodore Barrîèrc's then 
celebrated play, *' Les Filles de Marbre, " (Gîrls with 
Marble Hcarts), they were called by that title, while a 
popular song of the day ran : 

La vertu passe et marche à pied. 

(And virtue passes, forced to trudge along on fbot.) 

Regarding the *' Filles de Marbre, " the great dramatic 
critic, Jules Janin, wrote, 

' Tis at Paris they learn by painfu] apprcnticeship the trade that 
makes women rich in an hour. 

In certain circles, criminal circles in fact, they were 
known as ** Accroche-cœurs, " or " Heart-breakers, " after 
the little curls lying flat on the temples affected by Bill 
Sykes and his confraternity and supposed to be peculiarly 
fascinating. Festeau wrote a song on the subject, with the 
chorus : 

Sur mes nombreux admirateurs 
Dirigeons nos accroche-cœurs. 
(Towards ourcrowd of adrairers turn we the artillery of our ]ove-lock«.} 

Between ]8S6 and 1860, ladies of easy virtue were en- 
titled •' Musardines, " becausc they frequented the Concert 
Musardy when its address was at the Hôtel d'Osmond, 
Boulevard^des Capucines. 

In a topical play, orreview of current events, produced 
about the same epoch at the Funambules Théâtre on the 
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Boulevard du Temple, the following catchy lînes were 
sung nightiy : 

De préférence chaque soir 
L'amateur contemple 
Les belles d'nuit qui s'font voir 
Au boulevard du Temple. 

(The beat place any evening for the amateur to corne and see the 
" night-beauties " is the Boulevard du Temple). 

The appellation '* Belles de Nuit, " (Night-^beauties) is 
a neat and happy one for two reasons. Thèse ladies, when 
they hâve reached a certain — or uncertain — âge, like 
night better than broad daylight as being more advanta- 
geous to their artificial complexions ; then besides, it is the 
name of a flower (in English, the marvel oF Peru), that 
belongs to the night-blooming famsly. 

Xavier de Montépin, în one of his thrilling romances, 
has nicknamed them, not " Filles de Marbre, " this time, 
T>ut •' Filles de Plâtre. " (Girls of Plaster.) 

A good name, becailde for ever changing their quarters 
as they hâve been doing for some yearspast in Paris, they 
dry the' plaster in newly-buîlt houscs. This done, the land- 
lords are not slow to turn them out, not so much out of 
regard to public decency, but simply to demand a higher 
rent from more sober and less erratic tenants who pay their 
rent regularly. 

Somewhat later, '< Biches" was the word. This is not 
precisely complimentary, the expression being merely an 
abbreviation for ** Biches d'Alger, " or in other words 
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" camels, " sîlly animais allowlng anyone to mount and 
ride them. 

Commerson, a comic writcr, took up thc cudgels how- 
ever^ declarîng that this ]abe] was not an Insdtîng one at 
ail. " This humped animal, " said hc, ** is a sobcr and 
industrious créature ; how many of the fair denizens of the 
quartier Bréda can say as much ? " 

Long before Commerson, Deriège had wrîttcn : •* Life 
is a désert, with a camel as travelling companion and Cham- 
pagne wherewith to quench one's thirst ! " 

In 1866, they were called ** Pieuvres," (Devil-fish), in 
référence to the horrible créature so graf^ically described 
by Victor Hugo in his grcat novel, Toilers by the Sea. This 
name really deserved to survive, for once caught it is very 
seldom a. man can escape their dreadful tentacles. 

The French magazine L'Intermédiaire des Chercheurs et 
des Curieux, answering to our •* Notes and Queries, " de- 
rives the familiar '* Cocotte " from as ancient a source a$ 
Plautus, who calls courtesans Gallinx (Chickens), because, 
adds the learned commentator Savaron, "they are like 
chickens in their way of dissipating and destroying every- 
thing about them '* — ^quia ut Gallinx spargunt et per- 
dunt omnia. 

** Cocodette *' is aiso used in the same sensé as the 
'* MerveiHeuse " of thc Directory period (1 795- 1 799), and 
the *' Lionne " of i83o. It is usually applied to the class 
of women known as •• Poseuses, " (Women who afFcct 
superior airs), or more vulgarly as " Batteuses. "This last 
Word is classical ; witness the song : 
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Au lit voilà qu'elle m'engueuse 
Croyant que ça m'ferait de l'effet ; 
Je lui réponds : taîs-toi, batteuse, 

(No sooner in bed than, thinking to impress me, she starts high- 
faluting talk. But 1 reply, '* Shut up, don't kid to me 1 " 

Other naines applied în subséquent years are, " Mous- 
seuses» Horizontales, Ondulées, Apéritives, Belles-petites, 
Agenouillées. " (Sparklers, Horizontals — both oF high 
and low degree, Undulatîng Lassies, Pick-me-Ups, Pretty 
Little Ones, Kneelers. This last reFers to their posture 
when minîstering to their clients' lust by means oF labial 
pollution.) 

Vidocq, the thieF taker, called a harlot, "Calège." 'The 
Càlège', he says, sells mighty dearwhat the more common 
* Ponante ' and * Dossière ' supplies at strirtly moderate 
priées ; hcr toilette is Fresher and her manners better. 
Her Fancy-man is a swindler or a blackieg, while common 
strumpets put up with some stevedore or carter ." 

Ladies oF this class almost invariably possess a nick- 
name. Some names and nicknames belonging to a Former 
génération may be mentioned : 

Pomaré, Mogador, Maria Sauerkraut, Rose Pompon, 
Alice oF Provence, Clara Fontaine Rigolboche, Tall Pau 
(short For Pauline), Smiling Maria, Madcap Julia, The 
Tipsy One, Pale Hortense, Henriette Zou-zou, Finette 
From Bordeaux, Panama, Georgette Knockabout, Hen- 
riette oFthc Château, Hortense Neveu, Leininger, Anna 
Gervais, Charlotte Prévost, Athalie Manvoy, the Woman 
selling coal, Chicardinette, Cigarette, Liza Fine-legs, The 
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Cherbourg Baby, Cherry Blossom, Gabrielle Love-locks, 
Zouave Bertha, Scarred Face, Eugénie Grand Thighs, 
Polly the Duchess, Andréa the Horsewoman, Clarisse de 
Montfort^ Blonde Bertha, Blanche de Nevers, Berthe de 
Ligny» Marie Duplessis, the original Dante aux Camélias^ 
whose veracious career and death inspired young Dumas, 
Irma from Savoy, Nina Bouillabaisse, Giulsa Barucci, Gol- 
den-haired Hortense, Cora Boyard, Henriette of Auver- 
gne, Marie Delahaye, Marthe de Vère, Cora Pearl, Marie 
Pellegrîn, Blanche Pierson, Moutonnet, Clara Blum, The 
Polish Beauty, Adèle Courtois, or The Lovely Dutch "Wo- 
man, Caroline Letessier. known as the Sentimental Shrimp, 
Caroline Masse, Blanche d'Antigny, Anna Deslions, 
Prelly, Armandine, Soubise (who only recently died at 
Nice, aged seventy), Baroness de Breuil, Catherine Schu- 
macher, known as '* Briar-blossom," Marguerite Bellan- 
ger (whose liaison with Napoléon 1 1 1 . is notorious), Rosalba 
Cancan, Nini Fine Teeth, Eugénie Trompette, Mimi 
Daiicenabout, Louise la Balocheuse, Alexandrine, the Eng- 
lish girl with the golden locks, Delphine Rivière, Sophie 
Ponton, Louise the Traveller, Cosy Léontîne, Jeanne 
the Jewess, Eugénie ^Malakoff, Henriette the Little 
Mouse, Louise Sauvageon, Delphine ScafFold-Pole, Blon- 
dinette Fîat-Foot, Marie from Auvergne, Eugénie Chin- 
chinette, Clara Hedge-Warbler, Héloïse Pavillon, Dési- 
rée Patchouli, Loving Eugénie, Victor ine Stewed Rabbit, 
Charlotte Corday, Aglaé Hot Chestnuts, Tubby Marie, 
Pauline the Cow, Lying Louise. 

They ail hâve a nickname of some sort or the other, 
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you see. Without one, their names would never reach pos- 
terity at ail. Indeed formerly much greater difficulties 
fîiced the conscientious hîstorîan oF gay life than will be 
the case with hîs successors of twenty years hence, for 
novadays thèse good ladîes possess journals specially de- 
YOted to theîr interests and recordîng ail their doings and 
wîles wîth scnipulous précision. 

Louise la Balochcuse had the exceptional distinction of 
being sung in Nadar's verse : 

Pardon I pardon 1 Louise la Balocheuse 

De t'oublier, toi, tes trente printemps 

Ton nez hardi, ta bouche aventureuse 

Et tes amants plus nombreux que tes dents. 
(Forgive me, Louise, for forgetting youl You and your thirty sum- 
mers, your dauntless nose and provoking mouth, and your lovers more 
in number than your teeth.) 

Names of to-day are : 

Delphine de Lizy, Hélène de Lancy, Louise de Silva, 
Isabelle de Lineuîl, Betty de Monthozon, Béatrix de 
Castillon, Marion de Lorme, Emilienne d'Alençon, Hen- 
riette de Barras, Schneider de Sombreuil^ Lucile Deli- 
gny, Francine Decroza, Madeleine de Mégen, Andrée 
Vignon, Liane de Lancy, Balthy, Marcelle de Monfort, 
Jane d'Hénin, Alice Fraser, Marthe Vilain, Laure d'Ar- 
thès, Laure Hcymann, Laure Dccroze, Glady, Albertine 
Wolff, Suzanne Orlandi, Léontine^ Campbell, Anna de 
Farville, Madame Poulet, etc. 

Nicknames are still as popular as ever : 

Constance M..., the "Artfficial Flower"; Jeanne de 
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R..., otherwise known as ** Ovcmin by her customers; " 
Louise Bl..., " Widcawakc; " Alice Rh..., thc **Supcrb 
Wench ; "Butta F..., the ^'Giddy Goose ; " Marie Ch..., 
" Little Darling; " Luice S..., the " Sign Post; " Ma- 
thilde Cl..., " Dot and Go One;" Countess Orachewdca, 
«' Silly as a Snipe; " Blanche D..., " Ever Rcady. 

1 only regret 1 cannot append prices and addresses, 
as 1 hâve done in *' Paris-Impur, " for the commoncr 
class of women. But interpreters, hotel touts and porter^ 
theatrical employés and flower sellers vill readily supply 
this necessary information, unfortunately lacking hère. 
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dies. — A fine Practical Joke. 



A ** Cocotte " is nothîng more nor less than a common 
street*walker who has been endowed with a better stock 
of go ^d initiative than her fellows, who are condemned 
to a never-ending mill-round of nightprowlin^, Lock Hos- 
pital, *'hu]ly" and gaol. The only essential différence .is, 
that while the latter are dressed in rags from the slop- 
shop, and go w^arily trailing their down-at-heel shoes 
through the mud of shabby-genteel streets, their only bou- 
doir a not over clean bedroom in some low-class lodging- 
house, the successfui cocotte plies her trade in fashionable 
districts, rents luxuriously appointed rooms, pr sometimes 
a grand house, has velvets, silks, and c^amond$ galore, 
servants maie and female, with horses, carriages, and motor- 
cars at command. But the traffic is precisely the same ; 
same ignorance and frivolity ; same low tastes and undiscip- 
lined passions and same antécédents : a porteras lodge, 
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or a cobblcr's back-shop. Shc of thc street has for hcr 
fancy-man and bully, some rough who robs and beats hcr ; 
her aristocratie sîster has some impecunious swell who 
squeezes her in other ways. He wears kid gloves» but hîs 
trade is just the same for ail that. 

No honest man will shake hands with the common ' ' bully " 
of the streets ; the pimp of high life is received in society ; 
instead of swaggering in disorderly houses, he niffles ît 
withVhebest in drawing-rooms, clubs, and at fashionable, 
restaurants. The only country life the street "bully" 
enjoys is thc rustic retircmcnt of the Place Pigallc, whilc 
his swell brother docs the round of thc most reputed water- 
ing-places, Nice, Monte-Carlo, Trouvîlle or Biarritz. 

Whert yott question one of thèse ladics of the upper 
demi-monde about her origin, shc will neyer admit that shc 
was raised in the lodge of a porter {concîerge)^ hdw her 
&ther and mother had fond dreams of her making a career 
at the Conservatoire of Music or on the stage, and how 
they taught hcr to look far above her station. Then came 
her seducer, some unmitigated young blackguard shc had 
playéd with in the streets as a çhtld ; afterwards ruined 
and disappointed, littlc by little shc had scrapcd togethcr 
a trifle of savings and startcd opérations on a grander 
scalc. On the contrary, they invariably make themselvcs 
out to bc daughtcrs of StafF-Officers brought up at Saint- 
Denis, or poor gcnticwomen seduccd by wicked step- 
fathers, or brokcn-down go ver lusses. Thislast assertion, it 
would seem, is not absolutely without foundation somc- 
times, for any evening at dusk may bc sccn prowling 
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about the Plaice Saint-Georges a tall, dark gtri, quîetly 
dressed, with the académie palms pinned to her blouse. 

Her taie is short and to the point, at once alluring and 
discreet. She merely observes in a low» soft voice, as she 
passes you, and darting a meaning look, ** 1 livequîte near! " 

Nothing wrong in that ; anybody has a right surcly to 
make an observation to themselves in the street^ 

A hard lifc, that of the cocotte ! Poor soûls, they hâve 
vowed their lives with touching selF-denial and dévotion 
to the physical well-being of mankindy and their lot must 
inspire in every tender heart a profound feeling of pîty, 
mingled with a sentiment of admiration for so much cou- 
rage and détermination. They are the devil's Sisters of 
Charity. Ever ready to attend the bedside of a rich man, 
they hâve overcome every form of physical disgust ; no 
moral sore appals, no social taint rebufib them — on the 
contrary, it is an additional attraction. 

\7hen a cocotte sees her unstinted and conscientious 
labours recompensed by Fortune, she assumes the fine 
lady, and spends royally the competency she has amassed 
in retailing her kisses. But she is seldom really happy 
and is full of fancies and caprices. She will invite to a 
magnificent dinner ail the clients who hâve helped her to 
build up her fortune, eager ^to survey ail together. in 
alignment the men she has known so intimately as indiVi- 
duals. This is the time for endless réminiscences of '* atild 
lang syne. " 

Of course thère are cocottes and cocottes, and each sel 
has its own ways of workîng. 
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The ** Rameneuse, " (Bring 'em home {prl), is the Aûr 
one of the boulevards, who is called « Beurre demi-sel, " 
(Sait hutter), when she is ripe for the outer boulevards — 
ready to retum to the place of her iirst début> to come 
down frora Olympus to the Bastille. 

The *' Rameneuse " has a nest of her own, generally 
fumished apartments. Thèse are either some private house^ 
where retired members of her profession let lodgtngs, or 
else her bëlongîngs are lent on hire by a dealer who» by 
way of security , has the rooms kept in hîs own name till the 
full payments are completed — which, by \he bye, hardly 
ever happens. More often than not she is on the police 
lists of licensed strumpets subject to sanitary inspection, 
but for ail that she is a eut above the regular street- 
walkers. \t^hen they go to be examined, their phrase is no 
longer the old, " 1 m ofîto Montretout — (Show-all). " 
Nowadays they say, ** l've been tickled with the silver 
poker 1 " — the spéculum. 

The " Rameneuse " works ail day. By noon she is on 
her way into central Paris ; if she has not " picked up *' 
a man en route ^ she betakes herself to the big Boule- 
vards, from the corner of the Faubourg Montmartre to 
the Madeleîne.Tuesdays and Fridays, market-days in the 
Flowcr-market, generally bring grist to the mîll. Evcry 
tsme thèse women see a gentleman goîng up to a ilower- 
girl, they make as if to buy a penny bunch. Nine times 
out of ten the man însists on paying for it. They are pro- 
fuse in their thanks, " It wîli be a keepsakel Oh, how 
good you are I.How sweet they smell I " 
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In this way they get înto conversation ; cost : five francs 
or twcnty, according to thc exigencies of thc moment. 

The ** Rameneuse " does her Champs-Elysées too, like 
any finejady, but on foot; sometimes the penny chairs 
that line the avenue are crowded with samples of her vénal 
sort. 

Under thèse circumstances the hooking on to the maie 
is the easiest thing in the world. The masculine victim 
strolls down the shady walk, and passes the whole régiment 
oF vénal beauties in review.When he has madé hîs choice» 
he throws the handkerchief — in other words coolly takes 
a chair and sits down side by side with the object of his 
desires. 

The preliminary does not take long, 1 can tell you» 
and in fact there are some who 'have'regular clients at a 
fixed tariif that never varies. 

Once a man }ft known as a regular customer, they pull 
caps for him, especially if he gives a crown-piece to the 
servant, for mistress and maid go shares. 

Some there are who in ten years of this life hâve never 
taken a man home. They go to a lady friend's establish- 
ment, so as to save the expcnse of a room, their iriend 
helping them in the same way. 

The ** Rameneuse" makes an average of perhaps eight 
thousand francs (£ 3 20) a y car, without taking account of 
the " bilks " she has to do with, and who arc put down 
to the bad debt side of the ledger. This eight thousand 
francs represents a clientèle of propably a thousand gen- 
tlemen. 
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Of late years thèse women are a deal more suspicious 
and are not easîly caught nappîng.They demand payment 
in advance ; and hâve a whole heap of dodges for extract- 
ing an extra five or ten francs out of an excited admirer. 
Hère îs one that hardly ever iails. 

Arrîved înher friend's room, she beginsby making her 
** mug " sit down. Then she proceeds to take off her hat. 
Jet down her haïr, unfasten her dress, and take off her 
stays andpetticoats.Thîsleavesher simply in her drawers 
and with dionise droppîng very low, for with an imper- 
ceptible twj tch of the finger she has untied the tape fastcning 
the garment at the top. In thîs costume she takes a seat close 
— very close — to her man; very often on his knees, and 
begîns to chat. The man's eyes devour her, and like a 
cunning créature she watçhes the progress of his eagerness 
in his face. When she sees he is ripe for anything, she 
begtns : 

'^ You gave me ten francs (a louis» or what not), dear; 
but you didn't know how well-made and how fresh 1 was. 
Corne, baby, give me just another ten francs, and you*ll 
see how nice l'il be to you. " 

This is called the '* luring on " or ** lighting'em up " 
dodge. 

The man says nothing, but pulls out his purse with a 
feverish hand, and often doubles the amount asked — 
not that he gets anything more for it ail, of that you 
may be sure 1 

The *' cocotte à parties " or group-fornicatress is- a 
recognised prostitute who does not openly ^* pi tch " the 
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cxacdy kltc axy cdscr ts ^ook jk ; yct Shoc cûst ia Rnis 
a iMHiidtijlili «yrshcT of ow^ecs c^ 2kmk propcity* 
MMof the nosf hicpim hi bfe ckjnsscr «tevoridbe 
miimcnUy ritodrcd by as îadeocaî cxpccaMMi, drawîi^ m 
farfc incoflie fmn oac or two rooH» the tfUuy Icts ont 
m the kemtt at five or tca francs cack ûk, aooocdiag to 
the âfsinct and gcacnd jp p ca i j^i c of the place. Ewea 
mppo§êmg90mcunkfnitnaU indiscrctkMilets the respectable 
n^fhhour» into the secret of this duraiag trafic, the 
€Onciergt^2nïtor would take ail the responsibility oa his 
own shoiflders. As for the landlord — why ! just think what 
a respectable man, an Officiai, a Churchwarden, and a 
pewholder, with a '' good lady " as immaculate as 
himsein 

The cocotte calls thjs ** doing a short tîme. " 
The cocotte ** à parties " always make a great display of 
faultless underlinen — ït îs her way of advertising herself. 
On account of this, the waiters at the hôtels, when speaking 
of her^ know her as '' Starched Petticoats, " while they 
ciill s common trollop, a ** dirty dish-clout. " 

Whcn the cocotte goes on the stage, she becomes a 
' grue, '' (silly goose.) As a rule, they are stupîd créatures 
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wîth pretty |accs and figures, who arc ready to put up 
wîth thc hard immoral lifc as they are too unîntelligcnt 
to make headway otherwise. At any rate, ît îs warmer 
behind the footlights than in the streets ; besides they 
hâve a chance of gettîng to the front and showing off to 
advantage, so that the amateur can see at a glance if he 
wîll hâve his money's worth. 

Managers make their profit out of prostitutes on the 
boards. They get pretty girls for very small salaries ; 
while very often thèse latter make themselves useful as 
go-betweens in cases of Company promoting. 
"* The cocotte of hîgh life, the *' swell woman, " apart 
from her daily drive in the Bois, does not fish personally 
— she receîves callers. Her flash companion entices the 
stranger passing through Paris into her toils. This brand 
of the profession is highly lucrative when foreigners are 
numerous in the capital, particularly in Exhibition years. 
Reigning sovereigns are their fond dream. They long 
to fascinate one of them — always excepting of course, 
the Shah of Persja, now they know his world-famous 
diamonds are only cut-glass décanter stoppers after ail. 

Their ambition reaches fever-heat. Nothing less than^ 
crowned head will satisfy them. They wait and watch, 
certain he will turn up, some night or other, at any rate A 
once in a way, to visit their little private Exposition. 
Some, to be prepared, hâve spécial hat-pegs fitted in 
their entrante hall, that, when he does the Messiah act, 
he may be able to hang up his crown wîth due 
convenience 1 

Womcn. a 
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They ail envy that funous op€ra4x>iiff€ actress — 
Hortense Schneider — who was called in 1867, during 
the Exhibition Year, «« The Princes' Passage, " a play 
upon the like title or an arcade in Paris. 

When Royal Blood is about, and kings snilF their bidet- 
basins, the darlings are inaccessible to common mortals. 
Their servants hâve the strictest orders to admit none 
but Royal visitors — if only they wotild condescend to 
rîngl 

Of late years, Sovereigns oF the choicer brands hâve 
been few and hr between. Still there has been a fair crop 
of Princelings of Timbuctoo and suchlike far-away 
climes to console the merry mercenary ** tarts " of Paris. 

However, to corne back to the *' Flash Companion. " 
The latter is neither young nor pretty — or she would 
be '^working" on her own hook. She has the eye of a 
Yankee, and can tell to a cent what a man is good for 
without so much as* looking at his purse. Of a staid and 
htghly respectable exterior, you would take your affidavit 
she was governess in some highiy-connected family. She is 
still more valuable, indeed învaluable, when as isfrequently 
the case, she speaks several languages. 

She has influential connections, particularly among 
gentlemen of a certain âge, younger men oiFering too great 
a risk. They are apt to become " stickers, " a thing that 
might easily be injurious to the fashionable cocotte, who 
is obliged to adopt every précaution to keep her regular 
customers together, for it is thèse after ail who supply the 
fuel to maintain the pot in ebullition. Old men, having 
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mostly a position to keep up in the world, are exceedingly 
dîscreet and careFul in what they do, and then they pay 
better and there is nothing to fear from meddlesome 
parents and guardians. 

]f the high-class cocotte does happen to go abroad on 
foot, the '' flash "woman accompanies her and affects to be 
sedulously looking after the *• swect treasure " entrusted 
to her. And she does as* a matter of fiict look after her — 
to see that she secures a good» likely << jay of jays. " 

She it is who supplies ail particulars, settles prices and 
enumerates the delights in store for the happy man. 

Then again it is the '' flash companion " who works the 
•* téléphone fakement. " This is ridiculously simple» but 
very ingenious ail the same. 

She goes to a public téléphone, in post-office or café, 

'* Hello ! Are you there? Please switch me on to the 
Club des Epatants. " 

''Right!" 

" Are you the manager? Good 1 Kindly ask Prince 
Whatyoucalla to come to the 'phone. Tell him Madame 
Laure Doux-Minette asks for him. " 

*' With the greatest pleasure, madame. " 

•* What can 1 do for you, madame ? " purrs the Prince 
at the apparatus. 

** Madame Doux-Minette and her littlc friends beg to 
know whether the gentlemen at the club are in good 
form. " 

" Ail fit and well — tell her, please. How many girls 
hâve you got? " 
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** As many as Your Hi^uiess wishcs. 

''In that case trot down «x at one o'clock to the Maison 
Dorée. " 

You see, nothing could well be simpler. 

Thu3, the ** invitation act/' thou^ a trîBe old-fashioned, 
is for ail that very eiFective and easy of exécution. This 
is how it is worked. 

The cocotte, reading in the fiuhionable papers of the 
arrivai of '' distinguished foreigners " in Paris, or else put 
up to it by her '' Companion" who keeps in touch with 
ail the principal hôtels of the capital, organizesan evening 
party, and sends out a number of invitations thus 
conceived : 

Sir, 

May 1 request the honour of your présence at my Musical Evening 
on the tenth of thls month 7 A young ténor with an organ of remark- 
able quality will stng. 

Léa de Sautopaf. 

On one occasion an invitation of this sort was sent out 
to a country gentleman from Poitou visiting Paris, whom 
the papers spoke of as beîng a bachelor. This was a mis- 
take, as it happened. He was married, and was stayiilg 
with his wife and two daughlers at the Grand Motel. The 
head of the family was away, and it was the mother who 
received the invitation. \i^hen the evening came, she and 
the two daughters, ail three in full evening dress, repaired 
to the cocotte's house, and created a vast sensation on 
their entrance into her réception room. 
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The demîrep in question, who wts of a certain âge and 
her beauty already on the wane, combined with her other 
avocation that of a very successfiil procuress. She begged 
the lady to step irito an adjoining room, supposing she 
had brought the two girls for a deal. Without further 
prelimînaries she asked right out if they had been long 
in the business, and what her terms were. 

'Vorthy materiamilias was utterly flabbergasted. 

*' B — b — ut we are not in business, " she gasped, ** Ve 
live in our own Château in Poitou — as you must surely 
know since you addressed this invitation to my husband, 
Comte de Poirac ? " 

The obligîng go-between, twigging the mistake that had 
been made, and being as luck would hâve it on good 
terms with the police at that moment, did her best to avoid . 
a scène. She explaîned to the puzzled mamma that ail the 
ladies in the saUrn were, ** were — you understand — 
actresses. In fact — er — it was — you know, my dear 
lady — simplest thing in the worldl — itwasan invitation 
meant for gentlemen I not for ladies. " And there the 
confrehtnps ended. 

Another ruse of qui te a novel kind is successfully 
wbrked by one of the *' Old Guard, " the battalion of an- 
cient trulls who yield but never die. 

The mummified and enamelled queen of beauty sends 
out the following epistle to a sélect number of society men : 

Sîr, 

A poor, unhappy girl, a musician oF repute and possessed of a 
charming voîce^ has |u9t been deserted by her mother. The child's 
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lîithcr, a scoundrd — but the word îs not ncarly strong chough to 
describe such conduct as his — is trying ail he can to seduce her. So 
far she has held our, but hsw long wîll she hâve the strength to do 
so successfully ? 

Her artistic future is most promis! ng. You hâve attracted her atten- 
tion, and she loves you passionately. She needs your affection to 
secure her happiness and honour. 

Corne at once. 

Louise de B... 

The hour appoînted varies, so that différent customers 
may not clash. 

Of course the truth is that a poor lass the woman keeps 
in her service is used in this way as a decoy, and a shame- 
fui profit is made out of her girlish body. ^Vlien the day's 
work is over, she gives her two louis for half-a-dozen sit- 
tings — or rather six bouts of lying down — more or less 
lengthy and tiring. 

Those who penetrate the trick take good care not to 
lodge a complaint, but they hâve their ways of getting 
even. 

One of Louise de B 's sort was sitting quietly one 

moming at her toilet-table, systematically and conscien- 
tiously '^ making up her face, " to hide the ravages of time 
and debauchery. 

A vigorous pull at the front-door bell. The maid opens, 
and returns to say it is a young man asking to see Madame 
whogoes on wJth what she is doing, and to téll the truth, 
feels rather flattered at this early unexpected visit. An- 
other ring and another visitor.Then a third, and a fourth. 
In a quarter of an hour's time> the réception room is 
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fui] ; ten minutes more and the dining-room has to be 
utîlized ; then the kîtchen. The very stairs and landîng 
were crowded, and the poor concrerge did not know what 
to say, or which way to turn. 

At last she appeared, and a gênerai cry rose at her 
stately entrance. Without losing countenance — it was 
not the fîrst time she had seen a man 1 — she asked to 
what she owed the honour of this vîsit 7 

Wîth one accord, each gentleman drew from hîs pocket 
a note to this effect : 

Madame Louise de B... begs Monsieur X... to do her the honour of 
calling at her house on the ]5th inst. at lo a.m. 

She saw ît once ît was a practîcal joke, but never found 
out the perpetrator, who is at the présent moment a very 
well-known journaliste 
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Thc cocotte, whcthcr great or small, whcthcr successful 
or the reverse, has her ups and downs, even when still 
young. Beîng merely an instrument oF pleasure to the 
man w\\o pays her ; sJmply the créature oF a passing cap- 
rice ; a bit oF extra swagger he allows himselF; a luxury, 
not a necessity, she is as oFten out oF worlT as in. Then 
as economy is Far From being her strong point, the day 
the '* masher " goes, the " bum " arrives. The bailiff, 
horrid créature with his pair oF dirty myrmidons, cornes 
on the stage ; and then Follow atrocious scènes, a very 
battle oF savage Redskins ; the one stniggling despera- 
tely to élude the talons oF the oFftcial vulture, the other 
to lay hands on the jetsam and flotsam the wretched woman 
has managed to secrète to tum an honest (?) penny by 



WOJKETi THAT PASS m THE TnGKT iS 

their sale so as to tîde over the hard tîmes till the arrivai 
of bcttcr days. 

Some bajiifiîs make a specîality of cocotte business and 
they are the hardest-hearted of ail. Thcfr claws may be 
decently covered with kid gloves, but they are as sharp 
and cruel as anybody's. 

There isoneinparticular, a man whose name recalls that 
of a certain widely advertised appetizing bitters, who is 
notorious for his ingenious expédients, and who sticks at 
no ruse that will serve his ends. 

A swell cocotte, famous for her ready wit, had been 
left stranded by the '* friend " who " kept " her, offended 
by a too frank retort on her part. She was with hîm at 
Trouville in the seasoi^^ne day he had business of im- 
portance to settle in Isf^Kk town of the South of France. 
Before leaving, he gavehis mistress a very libéral sum 
for ail her necessary and unnecessary expenses, telling 
her to be '* very good. " The dear créature promised ail 
and everything, and kissing him iinally good-bye, called 
hîm her ** own darling boy. " 

He was away a fortnight. At last one eveninghe returned 
unexpectedly, licking his chops at the idea of the 
feast he was going to enjoy after such a long fast. He 
rang the bell, and rang and rang for a good half hour. 

** Poor little girl, " he thought to himself, " truly she 
sleeps the sleep of the just. " 

Eventually the door was opened, and darting înto tne 
bedroom, he threw a rapid glance of inspection round the 
}partment. She pretended to be fast asleep, but alas I 
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noticing the position oF the pillows which she had not 
found time to re-arrange, he understood in a moment she 
had not been alone. He shook her roughly, and she sprung 
out of bed in her night-dress that showed through its 
gauzy texture ail the beauties of her person -and her pînk, 
Isving, quivering flesh. She was for throwing her arms 
round hîs neck, but he repulsed her savagely. 

** You were not alone ? " he cried. 

** 1 beg your pardon, darlingl 1 was. " 

He pointed to the pillows and then to a short pipe 
lying on the top of the commode. 

Her eyes fell ; she was iairly caught. 

** Your conduct is as bad as bad can be, " he went on 
reproachfully. ** You wanted for nothîng ; 1 left you a sum 
more than sufficient to keep you going till 1 came back. " 

'* Quite rightl " she retorted, ** you took good care for 
my grub — but how about the.... other thing» eh? " 

He was knocked ail of a heap by this repartee, and left 
the ^rl in disgust. 

The painter-fellow who had provided the... other thing» 
was a poor man of no great account. She lived with kim 
some time, and eventually returned to Paris utterly donc 
up in every sensé of the term. ^' 

It was not long before the news of her breach with her 
rich protector spread among her tradespcople, who came 
swarming to the scène of action, whîle it positively raîned 
summonses. Our friend, the bailiff '* Amer " was in- 
structed to distrain, but ail his efforts and enquiries only 
resulted in the seizure of a few sticks of worfhless furnî- 
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turc. For ail that he met her one evening blazing with 
diamonds at the théâtre. He went a second tîme to her 
rooms to carry out the seîzure ; he searched the furnîture, 
turned over themattressesy looked everywhere, and found 
— ; nçthîng 1 Wherc the deuce couid the famous diamonds 
be ? BaîlifF ** Amer " could not sleep ^or thinking of 
them ; they tormented hîm past endurance. When at last 
he did get to sleep, he'would wake up suddenly with a 
starty get out of bed in his shirt and go prowling round 
his room, possessed with the hallucination that he was 
going to find the diamonds somewhere about. One night 
he burnt his fîngers at the night-light in the water-closet,* 
thinking he was putting his hands on a brilliant. 

Finally, baffled and exhausted, he had an inspiration. 

His clerk was a handsome lad, an Adonis from the 
provinces, and what is more from Gascony, a fellow of 
spirit and not overburdened with scruples, the last quality 
being a sine qua non for an embryo bailiff. His master 
summoned him to his sanctum, and addressed him thus : 

'* Would you like to sleep with a young and pretty 
woman, one of the most famous cocottes in ail Paris ? " 

'' Why, certainly I " 

'* Here's five hundred francs (i5 20). You must prétend 
to be a howling swell, and make the running with her. She 
will take you home to sleep, and you will take care to 
notice whcre she hidcs .the diamonds. At the customary 
hour I will appear, and you will tell me where they are. " 

The programme was carried out the very same day. 

Next morning, about ten o'clock, bailiff *' Amer " ar- 
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rives, and rushes info the bcdroom. The poor ghrlie was 
sieeping calmly in the arms of the raacally derk ; but at 
the noise the oflicer made they both awoke. 

The cleric at once sat up in bed with the words : 

'' There, sir 1 there, ** pointing up at the same time to 
the tester of the bed^ for that was the mysterious hiding- 
place. 

In a furious passion she sprang out of bed and '' bon- 
netted " the treacherous clerk with a chamber-pot full to 
thebriml 

Ail bailiifs, however, are not possessed of the resource- 
fuiness of Monsieur •* Amer, " nor are ail derks sudi 
arrant Icnaves. 

Towards the end of the Second Empire there lived In 
the Rue de Rennes one of the finest women in ail Pans. Her 
hair, of a natural red aubum, was the admiration of ar- 
tfsts ; she was the very idéal Rubens dreamed of. She 
was a *' kept-woman, '* the mistress of the Secretary-in-* 
Chief at the Préfecture de Police. 

She was an out and out high-stepper, equal to squan- 
dering ail the gold in the whole world. She was over head' 
and ears in debt, and ail the bailifïs in Paris were on her 
track. 

She was the owner of a fine collection of really magni- 
ficent jewellery and her rooms wcre sumptuously fu^nished. 
Yet whcn the offîcers of the law came to distrain» not the 
smallest vestige of a precious stone was ever visible. 

One day she was pursued hot foot at the instance of 
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a low money-lender of thc Rue Montyon. The SherîfFs 
officer arrives, attendcd by his men and his head clerk, 
the latter being specially charged to hunt for the famous 
jewels. Thc clerk, a festîve young fellow very well known 
at Montmartre under the zohriquef of *' Thc Bîlk, " pushed 
his way into the bedroom, while the officer was makîng 
his inventory in the réception room. He found the ipis- 
tress of the house lying on a sofa quite unconcemed, and 
asked her straight out wherc thc jcwels were. 

She rose, touched a secret spring in the woodwork of 
the bedstead, and pulled out a drawer. There lay the 
diamonds. 

*^ Thc Bilk, " dazzled and impressed, shut thc panel to 
again instantly, saying : 

** That's no sight for a ShcrilTs officer, 1 tell you 1 " 

And the dîamonds hâve never been seized to this day. 

Another cocoHe was not so fortunate. On going to bed 
she had put a quantity of jewellery in a vase on the chim* 
ney-piece. Early in the moming she heard her maid open 
the door, and immediately twigged who were her visitors. 
She oniy just had time to spring out of bed, toss the 
jewels into the chamber-pot, tuck up her night-dress and 
sit down on the utensil in question. The officer came in 
immediately aftcrwards; common decency told him to 
wîthdra^, but men of his profession know nothing of 
decençy cither common or uncommon. Smelling a rat, he' 
tricd to make her get up in spite of her résistance. At 
]ast, seeing he was too clever for her, she let fly into the 
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vessel, which she then handed ail smoking to the man. He 
had to hold hîs nose with both hands» poor man, but at 
any rate he had the consolation oF seeing with his own 
eyes a very fine posterior, a sight some amateurs would 
hâve given a good round sum to enjoy. 

AU the same she paid him oui, in a not very fragrant 
fashioni 

In England an enactment of the law protects women of 
notoriously immoral life. 

A creditor cannot seize dresses, underclothing, nor 
jewellery, sucb articles being recognised hy fhe Law as 
appliances oftbe women' s traJe. 

The swell cocoHes ofren hâve a little fun, generally on 
a Sunday, at the Bal du Moulin de la Galette. 

This is held at the very top of the Rue Lepic, at Mont- 
martre. To get there is a mountain ascent î 

This name comes from some remains of old windmills, 
. * which, according to the legend, already stood there in 
the days when the good King Henri Quatre laid siège to 
Paris and was the lover of the fair Abbess of Montmar- 
tre, Marie de Vauvilliers. One of thèse windmills is still in 
existence, and bears an ancient date eut in the stone. Is it 
authentic? Well, some authorities say yes ; others, no, and 
^ ail hâve convincing reasons in confirmation of their 
opinion. 

Howcver, the fréquenters of the locality reck mighty 

little of archasological questions. They care nothing for 

Vj^ the past, and precious little for the future. The présent is 
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what interests them, and their motto is ** Hol for a good 
tîmc!" Arc thcy so farwrong» 1 wonder? 

Thz dancing hall is situated at a fine altitude — 1 know 
nothowmany feet — above the levé! of the Boulevard des 
Italiens ; and its code of morals rises superior to ordinary 
préjudices by at least that same amount of feet. I do not 
mean to say the cancan reigns suprême, and that a careful 
mother could not possibly take her unmarried daughter 
there. In hct, the uninitiated see nothing on the surface 
of things to reprobate. 

Shopboys corne hère in search of cheap amusement — the 
price of entry is only ten sous (five pence). Thèse arc the 
'* fancy dancers " who give life to the entertainment, and 
they are the most steady supporters of the establishment. 

Besides, there is a good sprinkling of amateurs^ old 
dandies, and exhausted, mummiiied Don ]uans,who repair 
there in hopes of '' picking up something good. " There 
is no lack of opportunity ; *' game " is plentiful.The only 
diificulty is to choose, and indeed a man must be very hard 
to please who cornes away unsuccessful. 

Caps and aprons are forbidden. The lynx-eyed manager 
is as stern as Cerberus and enforces this order strictiy. They 
cannot even be left in the cloak-room, as used to be the 
case atthe old '* Reine Blanche " dancing-rooms. Perhaps 
after ail this is a necessary measure of précaution to stop 
the ladies ** throwing their caps over the windmills ! " (i) 



(i) Jeter son bonnet par dessui tet mouîinf, is the French way of 
saying a woman has gone to the bad; or has abandoned ail restraint. 
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Fashionable cocoths corne back to the old Moulin de 
la Galette where they made their first début long before, 
to '' eut a daah " before companions of former days who 
hâve not corne to the front.They love to display their start- 
lîng firocks and above ail their diamonds and precious co- 
loured stones.They dance just as they did in the old days, 
calling to mind no doubt how they used to get away early 
from the workroom on Mondays, leaving with a comrade 
or at a neighbouring wineshop the little wicker basket that 
had contained their day's provisions, and whsch their careful 
mother filled for them every moming. 

How well they remember her scoldings when they 
eventually got home, hot, red and out of breath. 

*' You idle, good-for-nothing minx ! A troUop you are 
and a trollop you always wîll be, " together with other 
little amenities yet more prophétie and eraphatic. 

The answer the little baggages gave was stereotyped 
and never varied : 

'« Oh ! I stopped on to finish a pressing job, mother. 
Corning home, it was so late that 1 was afraid of the 
chaps in the street ; so 1 ran to get home quick» and that*s 
why Tm so out of brtath ! " 

Good old days, so long ago ! 

Then, as they enter the ball-room, former acquaintances 
nudge each other and point and whisper enviously : 

** Lucky devil! see howshe'sgot on.Sheain'thalf pretty, 
neither — wish we could hâve the tenth part of her luck !" 

The swell " moUs " dance, pulling up their underskirts 
audacîottsly to show their tan or black silk $tockings,a 
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dhig to thc time of year» and tiny skoes, brown or Uack, 
very différent front the cheap boots, thick-soled and down 
at hed, they used to buy second-hand in the Rue du Tem- 
ple and be so proud of. 

They gladly exchange the Café de Paris or the tables of 
Paillard in a warm, cosy» scented room, Champagne ^>ark- 
ling in dia^hanous crystal, fer an atmoq>here reeking of 
evcrything offensive : suetty pomatum, fried fish, strong 
tobacco, and sveat, uriûle the bevera^ is a mug of hor- 
rible blue-red daret, thick and sour, or a jug of spked 
white wine. 

Tliey are homesick, and yeam after their native mud, 
as others do for the country scènes amid which they were 
brought up. 

It is a change for them, and affords them besides the 
gratification of seeing once more' those rough Alphonses 
of their earlier days who used to beat them so soundly. 
They like tohangon their arm with little coaxing airs, and 
display an extravagant daintiness of laced petticoats in a 
provocative pas seul. 

Not a few may be overheard murmuring to themselves, 
** My man was a drunkard and a ruffian — but he was a 
rkan ail the same. He had some spunk and muscle, whîle 
my présent poor chap — why, you can see right through 
him 1 " 

The Procuresses ply their trade there on a very exten- 
sive scale, renewing their supplies of tender, fresh méat. 
Thèse matrons are easily known by their gênerai resemb- 
lance and looks. Loaded with jewels, wearing clothes at 

Women. t 
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once shabby and showy, as a rule got up as a blonde, 
she circles fnrowling round young girls lîke a hyena round 
the carrion it craves for. 

She îs there to secure supplies for her own sélect estab- 
lishment, for the provinces ot on spécial order, and it is 
a rare sight to see the way she gets to work. 
' The public at thèse dances is exceedingly mixed. There 
is something of everything, from the old painted harlot, 
her face daubed with red like a cartwheel, on the look-out 
for an easy customer not too proud to take a damaged 
article on favourable terms, to the vicious child in her 
teens whose short frock shows a pair of thin little legs 
in dirty, untidy stockings. 

The '* hooking-on " is dône very discreetly. For the 
ordinary spectator, there is nothing out of the way about 
the men and women who appear to meet by pure chance 
and walk away together, but for the minute observer, for 
the initiated, it is quite another thing — a sight full of 
sadness and bitter reflexion. It is managed in the adjoin- 
ing garden quite as muchas in the dancing hall, and It îs 
generally the woman who accosts the man — if trade is 
bad. 

The ''Moulin de la Galette" has been the cradie of 
not a few celebrities, amongst others, of ** La Sauterelle» " 
(The Grasshopper), and ** La Goulue, " (The Gluttonous 
Girl), and above ail a very pretty hussey known as <' Clair 
de Lune, " (Moonlight), a pupil of '< La Sauterelle's. *' 
For thèse good, high-kicking ladies hâve pupils like any 
other artiste ; and no doubt the time will come when they 
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viD caim <rniik aigs as ar the Acadcmy ; KoMNvraUe i 
tkm far pictty stcps ; Immze aicdal for wahxiiig ; goM 
iMdad for the f» snL On^ •« iMXMili^t '* Minx woidd 
ccrtauly carry off iinr prixe firoMi aU coi> petit w s > Hcr 
aahatory effinrts are by no meaiis vidgar ; it is «ctMlly 
nodcsi. Slic ■akes a point of sKowing only jusr enongh 
of kcr undenicathkiiigiloaiofirfiitethi^aiid snowycaBco 
to excite the wisli io sce more. Her motto, they say. is 
SkrlMOi mivUêot, "HoM tlie light to sec* " 
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Of ail the Parisian dancing-rooms and places of amuse- 
nScnt, thc " Elyscc-Montmartrc, " thc *' Folics-Bcrgèrc/' 
thc "Montagnes Russes," thc " Moulin-Rougc, *' thc 
*' Divan Japonais, " the "Abbaye de Thélèmc,^thc 
" Chat-Noir, " or "Black Cat, " and the "Jardin de 
Paris, ** are perhaps the chosen haunts of thc high-<^ft88 
cocotte. She and her sisterhood fréquent thèse places at 
once for amusement and business. Of course therc is an 
infusion of women of a Icss " crummy " sort, but thcy are 
in a minority. 

Sometimes one, sometimes another, of thèse localities 
is prime favourite, according to thc fashion of thc moment. 
Just at présent, first place is held by the " Divan Japonais/' 
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or ** Japanesc Lotinge, " hdd by the poet Jehan Sarrazin ; 
the " Moulin-Rougc " — " Red Vindroill, " on the 
Boulevard de Clkhy —.and the '* Abbaye de Thélcme " 
— * ' Abbey of Thelema, " named firom Rabelais — saved 
from shipwreck and extinction by M. Bonhomme, ably 
seconded by Paul Borelly* formerly manager of the 
'* Helder" café and supper-rooms. 

Thîs gentleman has seen a bit of Kfe, and knows Paris 
by night and by day. Unfortunately, he is nevertheless 
as dumb as a fish. " Professional étiquette ! " he ejaculates 
with a tomb-like air if you question him: '* professional 
étiquette seals my lips. " IK^orthy citizens who corne to 
the '' Abbaye" for their little larks may hâve their flîng, 
each in his private room, without fear of tell-tales. 

The fashionable cocoHes hâve unanimously adopted 
Montmartre — though 1 can hardly think this îs due to the 
convenience àf the windmills being there, as it is many a 
long day sînce any of them had a cap to throw over themi 

At Sarrazîn's *' Divan, *' they ail attend the nightly 
concert up to eleven o'clock, and are among the foremost 
to organîze the '* Kentish ï^ire, " and bawl out the tîme- 
honoured catch : 

Napoléon dicd at Saint-Hélène, 

At Saint-Hélène Napoléon died ; 

]f he had never died at Saint^Hélène, 

At Saint-Hélène he never would hâve died ! 

Poor Sarrazin may beg, pray and implore for silence. 
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even stormîng and scoldîng, it is ail one, they simply sing 
on and laugh in hîs face. 

He prétends to tear hîs haïr — a pîous fraud, fer he 
has lost hîswool long ago,racking hîs brains to fînd rhymes 
in those graceful sonnets of his, whîch will be famous some 
day, as well as hîs volume of short stories, and hîs novel, 
** Le Journal de Jane. " 

Afrer eleven, hîs patronesses go downstaîrs to the sub- 
terranean hall to hear Clerville. There they stay tlll two 
o'clock in the mornîng, going on afterwards to sup at the 
'* Abbaye de Thélème, " where they will fight for the 
privilège of being waited on by Athènes, (nothing of the 
" modem " Athens about him), or by Gregorio, as well 
known a figure at Montmartre as hîs fellow-countryman 
in Italy : Garibaidî. My sirens are certain to find désir- 
able victims there, if they hâve not alrcady done so at the 
'' Divan Japonais, " though this is a rare occurrence, the 
headliners of fashion having ** taken up " Jehan Sarrazin, 
that highly artîficial, not to say décadent, poét. . 

The " Elysée-Montmartre, " as the other places of en- 
tertainment mentioned above, are the regular rendez-vous 
of '* distinguished foreigners. " A visit to Paris would be 
incomplète without a pilgrimage to each of thèse shrines. 

A colleague of mine has tabulated the notes of a young 
<' Horizontale '' of hîs acquaintance who keeps a record 
by double entry of profit and loss, with marginal notes 
added, in connection with her very cosmopolitan clientèle. 
Hère are the results : 

*' The American comes in at a run, and does not even 
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removc his hat. No kissing and no talking. Good paymas* 
tcr. 

*' The Englishman always looks sheepish. Put ail the 
light» outand shut your cycs. Fîvc minutes' talking. " 

" The Italian has ail the candies lit up. He prefers 
*• beauty unadorned, " and gazes long and lovingly. Ra- 
ther giving to •* bîlking. " 

" The Spanîard falls on his knees, and would fain make 
the sigri of the cross before praying. 

*' The Negro remains always a negro, though hîs aspi- 
ration is to grow into a whîte man some day. A strange, 
exotic créature. 

'' The Chinaman waggles his pigtail, and mumbles the 
nests of love on a woman's bosom as if they were ail 
birds - nests. " 

To complète the list : 

" The German starts by lighting his pipe, settles his 
spectacles on his nose, takes off his topcoat and waistcoat 
and puts them on the back of a chair ; carefully unfastens 
his braces and then.... asks for a glass of béer. Not a thief 
»exactly, but exgcting to a degree. Never satisfied he has 
got his money's worth ; wallows like a pig. 

" The Belgian — * just for once, my dear, wath will 
you lèt me hâve it for ? Mcat's very cheap in Brussels, 
'pon my word of honour ! ' Florid in style, and for ever 
ejaculating, ' That's the way, my dear, wc annex France 
to Belgîuml ' 

'' The Austrian, stifF and starçh in his tight clothes, 
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over ifukk «r>-^ B»d f ««r. 

" Th« Gr«k. a< {4*«.^V Sow VM kaie lén ^oik in tiie 
h»ll. Look up yo'^-^ TC«i«^» s^àc a dc&utc bargnn and 
S€« h« p»y$ you >'' » ^r^^«. T)bc costwnr kc ptcCers is a 
pair of M«<k $-*k >lO(1i-^îc^ anJgancrs «^rh sted bvddes. 
Eâ$fly pkMtd. 

'' Th€ Afâh. AIUK lairc yott m Kis kccpii^. ny sistcrs! 

'' The Ru^f«n \% v«ry opcn4ufidcd and gênerons. A 
dcvoted aTnattift of fcmalc cKanns, bot never stays ail 
nighf. He lovc$ Franc« for hcr faîr dai^tcrs* sake. 

'' The Bra/ilUn. Ail ** bîlk» *' withom exception. Lucky 
if he does not nab the forks and spoons ; generally gets a 
dinner ouf of you grati». on thc plea that he loves simple 
lunily Dfc and hatci restaurants, 

'' The Pari»)an pays little. and asks fer nothing. On 
the contrary, he takes what he wants. 

'' The Provincial Gentleman has only one tdea, to get 
you to lend him a ntght^lrt, and when he is in bed to 
hfde hit purre under the bolsler. " 

The " Elysée-Montmartre ** and its bail possessed in 
the good old days of Mabille and Bulller neither its pré- 
sent réputation nor its présent public. It was simply a 
minor dtqnjng-saloon» of the same dass as the '^ Reine 
9hfKi^; *'''or the « Elysée Ménilmontant. " its chenîOe 
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came firom the stirroundîng district and consisted of work- 
gîrls in their Sunday clothes, prosti tûtes and bullies. After 
the tinaccountable disappearance of almost ail the well- 
Icnown dancing-halls that were the joy of an earlier gène* 
ration, the " JEIysée-Montmartre "underwenta complète 
transformation and has become a recognised resort of 
fashionable iniquity. Swell women abound ; the choice is 
every bit as large as in the slave-market at Constantinople, 
the only différence being that hère they offer their wares 
for sale themselves — whether to the advantage or other- 
wise of the purchaser's health is open to question ! 

The dancing is a mère prctencc; in other words, nine- 
tenths**of those présent content themselves with walking 
up and down and visiting the refreshnient counters. 
Directly the orchestra strikes ttp the opening measures of a 
quadrille, groups collect round the two or three couples 
that condescend to dance, and this blasé audience merely 
looks on. Always the same sort of thing — a woman more 
or less good-Jooking and well-made, generally with jrre- 
proachable foot-gear, kicks her leg as high as she can in 
the air, in a stupid mechanical way. It is a coarse, vulgar 
exhibition in the worst taste, but it pleases many of the 
habitués who estimate approximately the woman s prowess 
in bed by the contortions she is capable of, and the sup- 
pleness of her limbs. 

The disappointment is often severe, and an amateures 
satisfaction never bears any proportion to the price paid. 

0)d hands never make their final choice durmg the even- 
ing. The iair ones are too exorbitant in their demandt, 
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tlway$ hoping so long as the place is open to sectire a 
swingeing good price, so they wait till closing-time. Out- 
sidc the doors, 'they ** spot *' theîr préférence, and as a 
rule the bargain îs closed satisfiactorily on very much re- 
duced terms. Sometimes the cocofie intendil^o '' do "the 
open-ail-night restaurants, in which case she makes short 
work of her would-be admîrers. 

The •* Elysée-Montmartre " ha^ had before now its 
dancing celcbrities who hâve won for themselves a high 
place in the world of gallantry and a great réputation in 
flash circles. 

Some hâve become famous actresses, whilst others are 
the proud possessors of fine houses and horses, and live 
like duchesses. 

A very pretty woman and a beautiful dancer, well 
known by the nickname of " Corkscrcw, " was one of 
the great celebritîes of the Elysée-Montmartre. Intoxi- 
cated with her vogue, she came down from the heights of 
Montmartre and made a brilliant, meteoric apparance at 
the ** Casino-Vi vienne. " One day she disappeared from 
public View, and her comrades learned to theîr unfeigned 
surprise that she had.started housekeeping in true Bo- 
hemian style with a young painter. 

She became a new créature under the influence of " true 
love, " and broke entjrely and for evei» with her old ways 
of lift. She managed her lover's house excellently, and 
was quoted as a model of domestic virtue. 

Her end was a tragic one. One moming, in order to 
ckan a window in their apirtments on the first floor of a 
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house in the Rue de TAbreuvoir, she had dimbcd on the 

balustrade of an cMitside balcony. Some noiae starded her, 

and losing her balance, she fell into the garden below in 

such a way as unfbrtunately to break both legs. With the 

most carefid ntfrsing, she was in a fair iray towards com-- I 

plete recovery, when getting tip too soon after the acci-^ ! 

dent, inflammation and purulent fever supervened, and 

carried her oiF in forty-eight hours. 

Curiously enough a celebrated danseuse oF the old 
Mabille days pronounced the funeral oration at her toiAb. 

Another celebnty of another sort is constantly to be 
met with about town. This îs Jeanne Blîn, once the mis- 
tress of the murderer A4archandon, who was executed for 
the notorious aflair of the Rue de.Sèze. She changed her 
name and now calls herself ** Jeanne France. " There was 
already a sham sculptor of the same surname among us ; 
the two make a pretty pair 1 

Ali frequenters of Montmartre knew Parisel, à fellow 
a$ long as a fast-day, a huge, gawky giant with enormous 
feet. One of his boots would hâve served Professor An- 
gelici admirably as a case for hîs mandoline. His sobriquet 
was '* The Great Frenchman. " 

The origin of the title was as follows. On one occasion 
he had managed, goodness knows how, to slip in as one 
of M. Ferdinand de Lesseps' suite on his way to attend 
some Qpening ceremony or other, at, 1 think, Buda-Pesth. 
They were received with almost régal honours, part of 
the programme being the présentation by a young lady of 
a magnificent bouquet of flowers to M. de Lesseps, the 
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briar» that he had once picked up f rom a café table where . 
ît had been forgotten by a ra^ed drunkard« Mis cup of 
happiness was fuU ^iirfieA, sstting costly in a comfortable 
armchahr, he cotdd smoke it leistireiy and scientîfically. 
One evening, for he made a point of always cmptying and 
fillmg his pipe with scnq>uloiis care, he noticcd to his 
disgust ît was half fiill of a différent sort of tobaceo. He 
sprang iq> in a passion. 

'« Great Scott! " he shouted, '' what pig has been 
smoking my pipe? If it's your confounded Duke, can't 
he afford hîmself a twopenny halfpenny pipe ? TeH him, 
l'il open a subscription at the * Chat->Noir ' to buy him 
one ! " 

ThisMdlle. L.*.:... had a villa at QranviHe. Every 
simuner she tised to carry down to the seastde with her 
a ^pieer collection of people — her lover, the inévitable 
Parisel, and other kindred spirits. 

One fine day, Granville was honoured by the visît of a- . 
cclebrated singer, a ** Ledi>ian " and one of the most 
famottsofthe sîsterhood« The instant she heard of her 

arrivai, Mdlle. L wrote to her, '' Expect me on the 

stroke of midnight I " 

The singer, not wishing to throw away her evening^ 
went to bed with Parisd, thînking a Uttle lîvely» animated 
conversation would keep her awake tiil the tkne came. 
Unfortunately, poor Parisel was more of a smoker than a 
lover ; no sooner in bed than he began to snore like a 
gocKi one, and the lady soon foUowed suit. Punctuai to 
the minute, a violent ring at the door bell shook the 
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hoiise. It was Mdllc L , who had arrived full of 

eagcmcss to kiss hcr '* dcar frïend. " Pansel awoke with a 
start, and in hia flurry kapt right out of the wîndow on 
the first floor into the garden bclow, literally in the cos- 
tume of Adam. 

A terrible scène ensued between the two ' ' dear friends/' 
Next day they were to be seen amicably promenadîng 
arm in arm. As for Parîsel, he spent the night on the 
sands and had to be off to Paris by an early train the 
next momsng. 

Poor Parisel was fbund one moming some years aftcr- 
wards sufibcated in bed by an escape of gas firom a 
bttmer he had forgotten to ttim off before going to sieep. 

Another foithfui supporter of the «' Elysée, " Lisa by 
name» has quite recently been married. She is said to 
make a most respectable and steady-going young matron. 

A propos of thîs, 1 hâve been told an amusing little story. 

- One moming, the commissionnaire» who regularly takes 

his stand at the corner of the Place Blanche and the Rue 

Fontaine, sawa window on the fourth floor of a neighbour- 

ing house open^and Lisa aj^ear at it in a dressing-gown. 

She beckoned to the gallant commissionaire, who has- 
tened to make his way upstairs. On his arrivai, she handed 
him a small parcel, simply saying: 

*• For you, my mani " 

The worthy son of Auvergne, much puzzled, went back 
to his usual place^ and was not long in untying the parcel. 

To his extrême surprise, it contained a Frankfort sau- 
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sage wrapped up in tissue paper ; and, in a separate par- 
cel, twenty-five centimes in coppers. 

He smelt the sausage, which looked pink and appetising 
to a degree. It had a most lovdy smell» pecuUarly seduc- 
tive and delicious, as if it had had a short boiiing in brolh 
flavoured wiîb sait fisb instead oF whîte wine. 

** The lady is very kînd, " thought the Auvergnat. ** 1 
will eat the sausage for my breakfast» and the five sous 
will serve to wash it down with a half-f int of the good 
winemy fellow-countrywoman» Dame Cambournac, has on 
draught at the *• Trusty "Vaggoner " over the way ! " 

When twelve o'dock came, he ate his sausage, and 
found it so exquisitely flavoured he could only lament 
there was only one. 

Next moming, he looked up, and lo I almost to the 
minute the incident of yesterday was repeated in every 
particular. 

Again he devoured his delighful sausage, without once 
thinking of asking why the lady of the fourth floor was so 
generous. 

As he was a young man, not badly set'up and with a 
pair of broad shoulders of his own, the idea occurred to 
hîm presently that perhaps his benefactress was a widow 
lady and in love with him ; that in order to win his young 
affections, she was pampering his stomach as being the 
nearest way to his heart. So he washe^ his face and made 
himself spruce, he wore every day in the week his best 
new jacket of fine blue calico that flashed in the sun, and 
bought a pair of real boots for 1 2 fr. 5o c. (9/6) to replace 
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hîs country clogs. Thus accoutred, he ' would climb the 
staîrs day after day for hîs sausage and his five sous, firmly 
I persuaded that some fine day or other he wotdd be invited 

• in to sharejt wîth the fair tinknown. 

Alas 1 on the twenty-nînth day the window remained 
closed 1 

The poor man was in despair and dedined to run his 
errands radter than lose sight of the window of his hopes. 
At last, near two o'dock in the afternoon, it did open. 
He rushed forward and ^rang up the four flij^ts three 
steps at a time. Lisa who had seen him comlng, stood on 
the landing, but alas ! with empty hauids. She said hur- 
riedly : 

** My husband's back from doing his twenty-eight 
days* military service 1 " 

That was ail — and the simple-minded Auvergnat does 
not know to this day how the sausage acquired such a 
very delicious flavour II 

At the other similar establishments, the " Folies-Ber- 
gère," the *' Montagnes Russes, " the '* Jardin de Paris, " 
and the " Eden-Theatre, " the mode of procédure is 
essentially the same. The trick is always done in the samc 
way ; eîther the cocotte takes her capture home the same 
evening, or gives her card for the next night. 

They call this '< doing " a man, )ust as the butchcr's 
slaughterman speaks of '* doing an oxf 
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CHAPTER V 

Penalties of Old Age. — The Ivîcd Ruin. — How to be " Beau- 
tlftil for Ever. *' -- A Daily Torment. — Crow's-feet and the Art of 
Enamelling. — Dressmakers' Bills ; Extravagant Underwear.— An,Ex« 
pensive Night-gown. » Cocotte and Fine Lady. — A Favourite Game ; 
the Shah of Persia and his Strange Adventures. — A Night*» "Work. 
— Esther Guimont. — Love in the Latrine, or the Lucky Lamplighter. 



Above ail thîngs ihccocoHe must ncvcr grow old — undcr 
penalty of ovcrhcaring humiliating speeches such as this : 

One of the Old — very old — Guard had a young 
* frJend " and cavalière serviente^ who uscd every day to 
bring hcr a bunch of violets surrounded with ivy leaves. 
She was delighted to wevr them, and would pin the bou- 
quet proudly on her breast. 

** Vhy the deuce, '' asks a good-natured ladyfriend, 
*^ does she wear a bouquet with those ugly leaves round 
ît ? " 

** Because ivy, " replies her companion, *' loves to 
clîng to ruins! " 

This being so, thèse sirens of Paris leave no stone 
unturned to put back the fatal moment. 

There is a famous cocoHe now living in the Gay City, 

Wpmcn. 4 
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a woman of very fine figure, whose form mîght vie for 
perfection oF contour wîth Juno's own. Her flesh isfirm 
as a rock. She needs neither whalebone, nor.fsJse calves, 
nor artificial breasts ; everythingAbout her is the genuine 
article. She wears loose stays that support the bosom 
without undue pressure ; and to encourage the devdop- 
ment oF the breasts and shoulders, and bring out the 
plumpness oF the arms» she makes use oF a lotion cun- 
ningly compounded oF myrtle, bumet, musk and elder- 
flower. 

To prevent her skin getting flaccîd, she uses a wash oF 
alum-water and alcohol. To préserve h^r youthful bloom, 
she takes milk baths, on leaving which her maid rubs her 
ail over with a sponge soaked in iced water. She then 
washes Face and neck in a basin filled with rose-water, 
essence oF jessamine and orange-flowers. 
But this is far from being ail. 

As she possesses very pretty hands and tiny Feet, every 
night on going to bed, in order to préserve the 
whiteness and delicacy of her hands, she iastens them 
by means oF little bandages against the bed-posts which 
are oF smooth marble. ^hen she finds this discipline too 
severe, she goes to bed in gloves smeared inside with a 
paste oF soFt soap, oil oF almonds, spirits of wine and 
musk. Sometimes she is content to merely wear at night 
a pair of^ordinary white kids. To guard against the 
slightest roughness of the cuticle, she adopts a lotion of 
lemon juice, vinegar, and sparkling white wine. 

Thèse torments are repeated daily, and really touch the 
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heroîc. Up to thc âge of twcnty, she ncvcr got înto bcd 
without havîng.first bound up her fcct and anklcs in tight 
bandages. 

She consîders ** enamelling " as somethîng altogether 
beneath her. 

** Enamelling *' is not, as many people suppose, an 
improved and elaborated form of ** making-up. " 

Women who arc getting ** crow's-feet " about the 
eyesy submit to the following opération. Incisions are 
snade in the skin, and certain days drugs injected which 
penetrate and pufF out the tissues, and in so doîng fill up 
the oiFending wrinkles. 

Famots practitîoners of the art exist both for men and 
women. 

However, our friend employs more eificacious means. 

It is a serious matter. The neck gets longer and more 
scraggy every day ; the horrible crow's-feet disfigure the 
temples, while silver threads appear among the auburn 
tresses. 

What art and patience, what infinité care, are needful 
to keep back the wrinkles that are coming with express 
speed and bear up against the weight of sixty years of 
hard living 1 

Every night on going to bed, she applies to her face 
two slices of raw beef — ^the rump is the best part — to 
counteract that withered look of the skin. However, as 
this opération dulls the complexion, the colour must be 
brought back by some other means. For this purpose, 
she rubs her cheeks with beetroot juice, strawberries, or 
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mulberries dîstilled in tincturc of benzoîn ; or cIsc wîth 
a lotion of the same mixed with a fcw drops of arsenical 
extract. 

For the hair, more trouble again. 

She brushes it twicc a day, and cleanses it every mom- 
ing with a wet sponge. To prevent it falling ofF, she 
uses regularly for her tresses a pomade made of boxwood 
sawdust, spirits of rosemary and nutmeg. 

To get rid of those hateful silver threads, she uses a 
colouring composition of gallic acid— extracted from gall- 
nuts — and sesqui-chloride of iron. 

Pretty well that for trouble — and ail to préserve a sem- 
blance of vanishing youth andbeauty 1 

Next to the ^ enameller, " the people that chlefly oc- 
cupy the cocottes^ thoughts are the dressmaker and dealer 
in underlinen. 

As to their dresses, anyone can appreciate as they go 
by on foot or driving, but unless we hâve the " oof, '' ît 
is outofthe question to explore the régions ** undemeath" 
and realise the unheard-ofiF sumptuousness of underwear 
they go in for. It is only from occasional révélations in 
Courts of Justice that the ordinary mortal gets a chance 
of penetrating thèse mysteries. Such révélations posi- 
tively make the mouth water. 

To take an example : Madame P , who kept a 

well-known emporium forladies' underclothing,hadsupplsed 
Cora Pearl with 3 2,000 francs' worth of underwear. The 
unfortunate debtor still owed her somethîng like 4y5oQ" 
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francs, and the hard-hearted tradeswoman had a writ 
scrvcd on hcr* Items în thc account wcrc : a sheet 
costing lyiSo francs ; thcn a whole host of bcd wraps, of 
ails hades and colours : black, mauve, pînk, cochineal, lilac, 
capuchîn, bears* ears, pîgeon's breast, bottle green, 
Veronese red, Sganarelle yellow, and actually Bismarck 
brown! 

Some were eut onc way, some another, some were 
** full " and some were ** tight-fittjng, " but nearly ail 
were describedas *• most becoming. " 

Still thîs bill sînks înto msignîficance beside one re- 
cently preeented by a iashîonable dressmaker agaînst a 
well-known actress, who plays many parts, on and oflF the 
stage. • 

Hère is a copy : 

Bedroom jacket, surah shot silk, best quality, sl^|pip colpur, ribbon 

trimmings 200 fr. 

I dressing-gown^ white barège and grey taffeta, trimmed 

flounces and fine pleated tucks . . : 200 

I do. red crêpe de Chine, lined rose-pink In- 

dian silk, trimmed lace and ribbons 55o 

Figured and embroidered table-cover, guipure lace edging. 1 5o 
3 cambric night-gowns, trimmed Insertion and Yalenciennes 

lace j5o 

1 déshabillé, psnk surah and gauze 5oo 

j morning-wrapper, yellow taifeta 23o 

a pairs garters 36 

f do. à la Pompadour 18 

1 lawn night-dress trimmed insertion and deep Valencien- 

jies lace 1 480 

3 day chemise, plaîn yellow, trimmed insertion and Yalen- 
ciennes lace, of which one small pièce furnished by Mftdam». 400 
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It wotdd take a joint-stock company stirely — to meet 
ail thèse liabîlities! 

The cocotte apes the fine lady. Some give baccarat par- 
ties; others go in for brîUiant conversation. A game of 
the Empire, called '* Secretary, ** and ressembling the 
Anglo-Saxon '* Conséquences, " has come into fashion 
again of late, and i$ played everywhere. 

You take a big sheet of paper, and each player wrîtes 
down a sentence without knowing the preceding phrase. 
This hotch-potch produces miracles of ineptitude, and 
sometimes very amusîng coïncidences. 

Subject: the Shah of Persia. Now for the resuit: 

*' The Shah of Persia lost himself one day out shoot- 

'' He met Sarah Bemhardt who was dinking absinthe 
with General Boulanger. 

** The Minister of justice ascends the tribune and speaks 
with striking éloquence. 

** But wishîng to go skating on the lake in the Bois, 
they ail fell into the water. 

** From there they wcnt on to the '' Eden Théâtre " 
to see '' Orphée aux Enfers; " this little dissipation had 
been preceded by a cheap dinner at DuYal's. 

At dessert, La Goulue, the notorious can-^an dancing 
girl, is married to the Président of the Republic. 

** Meantîme, Mdme. Sarah Bcrnhardthad attractcdthc 
Shah's attention, and on reaching home, found eight white 
horses in her boudoir. 








WOJÏÏEN THAT PASS W THE NWHT 5 S 

** The pairrot nevcr Icft off repcating, < Make her hap* 
py I Make her happy ! ' 

" At the same moment a revolt broke out in the Scr- 
a^îo, and the< Shah was infbrmed by téléphone riiat his 
twelve hundred wives in»sted on appearîng on the stage 
of the Folies Bergère. 

** Ail pointed to an appalling tragedy, and as a roatter 
of fact when the police officers entered the house, they 
fbund Fregoli standing erect amid thirty corpses. 

*' Ruined by the Panama scheme and deserted by his 
wivesy the Shah takes a stall and peddles patent cocoa at 
the International Exposition. 

** He is discovered to be an ex-bully, who had usurped 
the throne after putting his predecessor to a shameftil 
death. 

'' Mortally wounded in a duel wîth Paulus, the comic 
singer, the Shah summons to his bedside A4ary Cliquet, 
the famous absconding notary and swindler, and dictâtes 
his last 'will and testament to him. The monarch leaves 
the Bosphorus to Mdlle. de Sombreuil on condition of 
her preserving the slahis quo. 

** Atthis opportune moment, Barnum arrived in Paris, 
and taking advantage of the Shah's embarrassed position, 
made him a side-^ow at the *' Montagnes-Russes, " at 
twopence halfîpenny a head. 

** Having at last triumphed over ail his foes, thanks 
to the able assistance of the agent in Paris for Lipton's 
tea, the Shah returned to his anccstral dominions. To 
avoid ail danger of révolution, he had his people impri- 
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soned in a State Convict Establishment. Hîs reign was 
long and glorious. " 

Cocottes, in the course of theirlong and devîous '* man- 
hunts, " meet with ail sorts and conditions of strange folks. 
This is a conversation 1 overheard once between a certain 
•* Tosca, " a demirep not unknown on the Boulevards, 
and a wag from Marseilles, just arrived in Paris to see 
the great Exposition. 

TOSCA. Aha! a Marseillais; a real live Marseillais! 
Ducky, corne home with me and you'll see how nice TU 
betoyou. I adore you boys from Marseilles! 

The MARSEILLAIS. No! no! the Paris women are 
no good. You don't understand the thlngs they do at 
Marseilles. 

TOSCA. Why! l'ma Parisienne; I know every mor- 
tal thing from the sweetest kisses that penetrate indiscreetly 
îhto the strangest nooks and corners of a lover's throb- 
bing frame, down to lingering caresses of soft tapering 
cunning fingers. Come along home with me. You woii't 
regret it ! 

THE MARSEILLAIS. Go on! You think you know 
a lot, but you1l never do it like the Marseilles girls let 
me! 

TOSCA. Well! you can tell me, can't you? What is 
it they let you do? 

THE MARSEILLAIS. 1 tell youyou'll never let me 
do it as ] do at Marseilles. 

TOSCA. (on ber mettle) Only tell me how? 
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THE MARSEILLAIS. Vdl» then! At Marseilles» 
the giris let me do ît for nothingl That's how! 

Prccîpîtate flight of the cocohe, hîssîng strange oaths. 

The cocotte is a good business woman, turning cvery- 
thing to profit în one way or another, and despising no 
source of gain. Her expenses are so heavy. 

There are some members of the profession who keep a 
regularly posted day-book, a current account of affiairs of 
— ^well! let us say, the heart. One 1 knew who had written 
at top as a motto : ligotât nec mergîtur^ (Merry but Un- 
sinkable). 

M. Quilhou, the wittiest County Court judge in Paris, 
was sitting some few years ago at the ** Mairie " of the 
Xlth Arrondissement. Oneday when the Court wasopen, 
a cocotte known by the sobriquet of ** The Grasshop- 
per, " appeared to enter complaint against a waiter "who 
în handing her a plate of soup had spîlt it ail over her 
dress. She claimed 200 francs for a new ** brcadth " she 
had been obliged to hâve put in. 

The guilty waiter was in Court with his wife and four 
chiidren. 

•* A 'breadth'? " asked the judge. " What is that? " 

This was explained to His Honour. 

** Heavens! then what does the whole dress corne to? " 

The waiter tendered fîfty francs; the lady would not 
yield a centime of her 200 francs. 

The point was argued for a good half-hour, till at last 
the worthy Judge interposed with thèse words," Just look, 
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my dcar young lady, at thc poor fellow wîth hîs four 
children. Fifty francs is a large sum for him. Corne, takc 
jt and smile pleasantly. You'll soon make up thc dif- 
férence in onc night's..., worki " 

Others, like Esther Guimont, when thcy are getting 
old and can no longer fînd a market for their crumbling 
charms, in spite of the ** enameller's " skiU in thc art of 
making the most of what is left; in spite of eccentric 
knickers and every other dodge, levy blackmail wîth thc. 
utmost effrontery. Thcy oflFer to their former lovcrs, now 
married and settled, or their ** lady friends " of carly 
days, for a good round sum down, to retum thcm the 
correspondence that passed in their salad days. Thc gamc 
often answers, and some live regularly by this delightftil 
tradc. 

In spite of her advanced âge and extrême uglincss, this 
Esther Gui mont never left thc war-path. If rich lovers ran 
short, she looked lower in the social scale — that w4s ail. 1 
well remember one adventure that happencd to hcr and 
which she was fond of relating. 

On one occasion she was on the way to MarscillcSy 
and approaching a small station somewhere between Châ- 
lons-sur Saône and Tournus, ] think it is called Senncccy- 
le-Grand, she experienced a sensation peremptorily rc- 
minding her of the fact that she was subject to the baser 
needs of poor humanity. 

The night was as black as the devil's hindquartcrs. 

When the train drew up, she got out quickly and madc 
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stnûght for the little locality usually gimrded by a female 
Cerberus and which î$ so indispensable in every railway 
station. 

But at this hte hour the latter was not at her post. 

Our travelling cocoHe dashed open the door> and 

entered. A second door was before her, which she also 

opened and made secure behind her — so securc that 

when she wished to corne out again, it was impossible ! 

The door in question only opened from the outside. 

* After making herculean, but entirely unavailing efforts, 

she began to knock and call out, softiy at first, then 

vigorously ; finally furiously, for the starting bell now 

madeitself heard and the whistle portending the instant 

departure of the train. 

At this she sets up a wild huUaballoo, but the moving 
train drowns ail the noise she makes, and the instant it 
is gone the officiais are away home instantly, no train 
being due until five o'clock next moming. 

However, after some minutes of suspense, a gleam of 
hôpe relieves the gloom of this awfui night — she hears 
steps approaching. 

Hereupon she collects her strength for a suprême effort 
and redoubles her cries of distress. 

The first steps were those of a humble lamplighter 
who was going his last round, puttîng out thç station 
lights. In a moment he had grasped the prisoner's situa- 
tion, and answers civilly : 
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** Vait a moment» madame. 1 know the way to open 
door from insidc, 1 will aoon let you otit. " 

Wifh thèse words he put his ladder against the door, 
got in by the opening over it» and leapt down, alîghting 
by the side of the prisoner, who was delighted at the 
Idea of a apeedy release. Tryîng the lock, he — ^finds he 
la aa much at ftiult as she is 1 

The confbunded lock resisted the pressure of hîs strong 
fingera just as successfully as \X had the lady's délicate 
handa. 

Thcy bcgan a second édition of shouts and screams, 
thia time a duet ; but they mig^t hâve saved their breath 
for any aflfcct that fbllowed. No good ; they had just to 
makc the*best of it. 

The man aat down in one corner, took the fiaiir lady 
accident had thrown so oddiy in his way on his knee, 
ihcltcred her fîrom the cold as well as he could with his 

Jackct, th<n five oVIock and the dawn came and they 

were released. 

'* Ncver, ncvcr in ail my life» '*she usedto concïude, 
^' hâve I had such a high old time I " 

Nor was she ungratcfuL The humble lamplighter is 
now a high officiai of the Company 1 

In spite of their crass ignorance of art, cocoHes very 
often make pretence of aesthetic susceptibilities. Indeed 
they are more generous in their dealings with artists 
than a good many great ladies are — but then we must 
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remember ît i& thc latters' husbands who pay for thcir 
little caprices. 

Om^ of the sisterhood heard a great deal about an 
exquîsite portrait of the Duchess de Polignac, represented 
full length, standing among trees, with a closed fan 
in her hand, wearing a straw hat and cream satin ribbons ; 
a long mauve sash round the waist of her écru costume 
relieved by a single red rose at the bosom. Seduced by 
the accounts she had received ofthismagnificent portrait» 
she made up her mind at ail costs to hâve something 
by the same artist. She obtained his address, and one 
mornîng sent her lover to the studio of Eugène Defeuille, 
the fsimous miniaturist, painter of the Duchess's portrait. 

** 1 want a fan. Hqw much will you charge me? " he 
asked the great painter. 

** Five thousand francs," (£200), was the reply. 

Defeuille painted a superb fan, a perfect chef d'œuvre 
of taste and skill. 

One evening a lady closely veiled was shown into his 
studio. 

'* ] hâve come to take delivery of the fan the Prince 
de X.... ordered. " 

The fan was accordingly given her. 

Next day the cocotte appeared in company with her 
lover to take away her commission. 

'* But 1 delivered it yesterday evening, " cried the 
astonished artist. 

Thc cocotte was furious ; but the Prince, who had in- 
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CHAPTER VI 

Can a Cocotte h\\ in Love 7 — Poor Devil 1 — Good Résolutions. 

— A Hellish Life. — An Edifying Conversation. — TJie " Fancy 
Man. " — A Good Performer. — Cheating. — Napoléon 111. and 
Miss Hov«rard. — Lovcrs' Cliambers. — " 1 quit hcr and get quits." 

— Tlie Prince and the Cocotte. — A " flowcry " Epitapli. — Field 
iNdarshal " financed" by an Actress. — A Yery Remarlcable Knocker. 

— Cora Pearl. — " Tlie General Manager. " — " My charge is a 
thousand Francs. " — Time is Money. — A Gymnastic Master^s 
Tariff. — A Russian Princess. — The *' Lady of the Lake " and the 
•« Man from Enghien. " 



A question : Is the cocoHe capable of really falling în 
love? 

Undoubtedly ; but it is the exception — a mère mo- 
mentary surprise of the feelings, a passing fancy , ^' so 
much time lost 1 " 

The ** fancy man " is a luxury ; an amusement for an 
idle hour, something to fil! up a void. 

1 knew a literary man once, who fell in love with 
well-known habituée of the " Helder " all-night supper- 
rooms, where her nickname was ** The Coal Woman. " 

Having met her one evening quite accidentally, hehad 
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jncontjnentïy faJIen head ovcr cars in love with hcr. By 
dcgrees he got to livc with hcr rcgularly. 

Society, with its usual intolérance, avoided hîmasif he 
had been a Icpcr, a Pari ah, or a choiera patient ; and he 
I, deeply felt thc humiliation he had to bear. When he 

\ wcrtt to hîs fricnds' hotiscs, he could not but observe the 

ironical smîle on thcîr lips. They did not say openly, 
. ** You are so-and-so's 'true lover', " but he knew well 

\ enough what they thought. Yet he had not resolution 

» enough, will-powcr enough, to withdraw firom her fas- 

cinations. 
Y He had been as proud as any man once, carrying his 

\ hcad high in the world and ashamed of nothing. Now he 

\ went abroad hirtîveîy, choosing out darkling ways and 

ready to submit to anything ; literally anything, rathcr 
than losc her. Thc wretched man would prowl about the 
muddy strcet beneath her Windows, his temples burning 
in spjte of the wintcr cold, never feeling the sleet that 
lashcd his face, nor hearing the ri bal dry of passers-by 
who laughed in hîs face and called him " the frozen 
lover, *\ He could not qi:it hispost; he longed to plunge 
hisjg aze tnto the recesses of her chamber ; the light that 
dirtily through thc blinds tormented his very souI 
red the flesh upon his bones, until he would 
Ift great oath to kill his faithless mistress. His sobs 
his tears flowed unrestrainedly. 
would be extinguished. The ** other 
eus to mer or the regular worshipper at 
ç might be, would slip out of the house 
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in a shamefaced way, thînking most likely of the wîfe who 
was waitjng up for hîm at home, and so the tired gallant 
cringed away lîke a criminal, his hollow, empty purse in 
his hand. 

Presently the wîndow would open and a face appear 
vreathed in smiles. She had made the wherewîthal to 
pay for to-morrow's bread, and now made him a stgn that 
he mîght corne up. At this, dartîng forward, he would 
bound up the stalrs lîke a tiger springing on its prey, as 
she would open the door and let him in. The bed was 
still warm, the utensil not yet emptied. Furious, he 
would lift his hand to strike her, but it always fell back 
again powerless to his side, while his rage melted like 
snow in the sunbeams, under the over-mastering smile of 
the woman who had infatuated him 

Next day, as soon as he was by himself, he Would 
Write to tell her he meant to lèave her for ever. Ten such 
letters would be written, and not one ever posted. 

Then the old hellish life would begin again» though a 
little less stormy for a while, as there vere supplies for 
two or three days in the house. But after a time, the 
brutal reality asserted itself once more, and she would 
begin : \ 

*' But you're not reasonable, my dear man. 1 hâve 
2000 francs, (£ 80), rent to pay. What am 1 to come to, 
if 1 stick to you ? " 

** l tell you, you talk like a common pro'~ 

'< And you, what are you, 1 should like 

** A fool and a madman, that'swhar 1 

Women 
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'* Corne, do you suppose l'm going to hâve my things 
sold up for such a trifle? " 

** You call your lîfe *a trifle'. You sell yourself to thc 
first corner. You hâve -more lovers than you can count. 

*' Bah 1 you make me sick I Go away I YouVe a nui- 
sance — a nuisance, I tell you I " 

But he would not go away, not he I 

Then a friend would turn up. 

** Halloal you've got company? 'Whatl Your *burr' 
is there still ; you must be mighty fond of himl 1 tell you» 
old girl, the fellow*s your ruin. YouVea pcrfect goose ; 
ail the receipts you'll ever get will be ' Mont de Piété ' 
(State Monopoly Pawnshop) ones. " 

At this he would take his hat and go, to escape his in- 
tense longing to put his foot upon the spiteful toad. 

As soonas the door closed behind him, the conver- 
sation would becontinued between the two women : 

** Hâve you quite lost your heart to him, poor dear 7 
1 tell you, at your âge, a woman doesn't do thèse diings ; 
and he's as dull as an owl into the bargain. You never 
used to sulk ; now we never see you abroad, and the boy 
will forget you altogether soon. \/hen youVe old, hc'U 
give you the sack, and chuck you sharp enough. " - 

** Right you are, lovey ; but upon my word, l'm sorry 
for him I " 

" Well I well 1 slip on your things, and we'll dine at 
the café and go on to the Amateur Rowing-men's Bail. " 

She ** didn't come home till morning, " and lo I in the 
morning there he was to welcome her I 
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Finally he broke his fetters, and was hîs own master 
again at last. The woman dîed in the hospital, whîle he 
at this day bears a name that that is almost famous. 

Even if thèse ladies do nof love fair and square, this 
does not hinder them firom having '' true lovers " of a 
sort, so called presumably because they know nothing of 
either love or truth. 

The ** true lover " so called, or " fancy man, " is no 
création of this century. "Monsieur, " another name for 
the same thing, is found in connection with Sophie Ar- 
nould, the famous actress, and her hair-dresser, in a con- 
temporary work of 1762. 

The Chevalier Desgrieux, in *' Manon Lescaut, '' is a 
type for ail time. "Monsieur, "as a phrase in this sensé, 
still holds its ground, while some members of the demi- 
monde prefer tosay " the understudy. " 

In more modem days, an " Arthur " became the re- 
cognised appellation. In 1845, Théophile Gautier wrote 
on the subject of cocottes : 

" This behaviour sccms to her the most natural in the world ; she 
makes nothing of having a whole collection of " Arthurs ^' in attcnd- 
ance, and playing her shiny-pated, white-waittcoated keepers false/* 

A short conversation between two cocottes will make 
it plain why they do as they do. 

" Are you still satisfied with your Louis? " (the fancy 
man for the nonce.) 

" Well, no*! not altogether, but he is a good per- 
fvrmer. " 






48 r^OMETi THAT PASS M THE mGHT 

'* Rcally? You'rc luckyl " 

•' Why, ccrtainly! Hc's not ]îke my City fricnd: he 
doesn't want pick-me-ups to start him. But 1 hopc you*vc 
got a nice chap too în the background? " 

** You know, with one's customers, ît's ail nothing; it 
only tickles and excites me. Then later on, if 1 haven't 
a man handy, ] hâve to resort to the 'minister oF the in- 
terîot/ (the mîddie finger) you knowl " 

*• Ohl but that's cheatingl 1 keep ît ail formy 'Fancy 
manl' " 

The true ** fancy man " is intrépide When hîs mistress 
find herself subject to a certain incommodity that will oc- 
cur periodically to the best of young women and which 
she indicates to a too eager aspirant by the words, ** No 
good, my dear, to-day; it's a case oF Flowery Land, '' 
he lives up to the sentiment oF the Fnmous song: 

" 1] est aussi brave 
Que sensible amant. 
Des Anglais, il brave 
Le débarquement. " (i) 

Ail ** true lovers are not proFessional *^ bullies» *' but 
al] ** bullies " call themselves *' true lovers. " Still therc 
are exceptions to every rule. 

The species is Found among ail ranks oF society, hî^, 
low, middle-class— everywhere. 

The adventurer who was destined later on to be the 



(i) A brave and tender wight, 

He'U brave the btoody fight. 



;..-^ 
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Emperor Napoléon III. had inherited only a very mod- 
erate fortune from his mother. Mis expensive journeys from 
end to end of Europe; the frïends who rallied round htm 
and who were as poor as himself, soon drained his purse 
dry* 

As long as his aunt» the Grand Duchess Sophie of Ba- 
den was alive, she supplied his necessities with much lib- 
crality, but after his escape from Ham, he found himself 
in London in possession of a grand capital of some ten 
thousand francs (z 400) or thereabouts, which his foster- 
sîster. Madame Lorme, had remittêd to him. Fortuiiately 
for him, he made the acquaintance in the course of a few 
months of Mis Howard, who provided lavishly for his 
expenses. 

He owed this lady, at the date of the Coup d'Etat which 
was the starting-point of his greatness, not far short of 
eight millions of francs (£ 32o,ooo) — truly a high-priced 
article in the '• fancy mart " line! 

But as a matter of fact, the Emperor paid up like a 
man, and even did more, ofFering her the magnificent es- 
tate of Saint Cloud which he had just bought from 
Madame Piscatory, making ît yet more extensîve than it 
wasbefore by throwinginto itfiveor sjxadjoiningcountry 
résidences with their groùnds. 

A near relative of Napoléon 111., the Duc de Morny. 
lived for a long time with the Comtesse Lehon, who 
housed him in a wing forming part of her mansion in the 
Champs Elysées, and which every Parisîan knew under 
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the name of ** failhful doggy's kennel» " — ** lover's 
chambcrs. ** 

After the Deux Décembre, the Duc de Morny paid 
M debts too in his own way with an epigram that is not 
yet forgotten, " Oufl je la quitte et je m'acquitte! '' 
(** Phewl out of love and out of debtl " or, ** By quitting, 
l'm quitsl ") 

To keep in the hmily, do they not sây a certain Prince 
has a rich and generous firiend in Mdlle. Yaltesse de la 
Bigne? 

Vhen he left the paternal roof, his father said what 
amounted to : 

** 1 haven'ta notion what my son proposes to live on, 
but 1 hâve every reason to suppose, knowing nothing to 
the contrary, that his income will corne from some disre- 
putable source. " 

Wijl Mdlle. Yaltesse be aslucky as Miss Howard was? 
It is open to grave doubt. 

Nor must the Comte B.... be forgotten. Every one 
knows the délicate duties he performed for the Emperor 
— the same La Yarennes fufilled at the Court of Henry 
lY. and Lebel for Louis XY. 

The '* Parc-aux-Cerfs " was located at Saint Cloud 
insteadof at Yersailles, that was the only différence; and 
it was a very convenient situation. 

On his death, the following epitaph was proposed for 
his tombstone: 

" B arrives ; he netrs the Stygitn flow. 

Al] helfs awake to welcome him below. '^ 
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The noble Field-Marshal M was notoriously 

" financed " by MdUle L..., of the Variétés Théâtre. 

Vhen she died, his fumiture was sold by public auction. 
Everything was induded, down to her memorandun book 
of daily expenses. 

For years an entry figured in it the first of each month : 
** To M..., his allowance — 600 francs (£ 24) I " 

Most likely in this case her heirs hâve been paid 
b'ack. 

The Princess Mathîlde treated herself» so to speak, to 
the Comte de Nieuwerkerke, one of the handsomest men 
under the Empire. 

Sheproctiredhîs appointment as Director of the ** Beaux 
Arts, " (Department of Fine Arts); but previously to that 
she had for many years paid ail his current expenses — 
and thèse were pretty heavyl 

It was just lîke man and wîfe — with quarrels, recon- 
ciliations and ail to match. One day, the Princess, suspect- 
ing hîm of having been unlaîthful to her, turned the 
fascinatîng Director neck and crop out of the house. It 
was summer time and she was living at a country villa near 
Paris. In the middle of the nîght she heard a violent 
knocking at the bedroom door. 

•• Who's thcre? " 

'* It is I, " returned the Count. 

" I shan't opcn. " 

** If you only knew what it is Tm knocking with II " 

Cora Pearlkept the Comte de Sainte- Aldegonde under 
similar conditions, for a mère tri fie — a matter of a 
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thousand francs (£40) or so a month. He was the head 
studgroom în charge of her stables and breeding establish- 
ment generally. The servants called hîm ** The General 
Manager. " She had an élégant suite of rooms furnished 
for him above the stables, and when she came home alone 
and felt like kicking over the traces, she remembered 
her stallion, and climbed the stairs to share her stud-groom's 
bed. 

In thèse same rooms she received several good horse- 
whippings — treatment she would seem to hâve highly 
appreciated. 

Mdlle H..., of the Opéra, kept the Marquis de Y,*., 
a man of a a really good old family. She was no fool, and 
did the thing well and economically — tailor, bootmaker, 
horses, carriage, and meals at the Café Anglais. 

. Ferociously jealous, she [used to go month by month in 
person to settle the accounts. * 

To keep her '* friend " outof the way of temptation, 
she used to hand him a louis every evening, and he had to 
give a strict account next morning of how he had spent 
it. 

A certain singer — no need to give his name, enough 
that his Yoice is quite gone now — found a protectress on 
his first coming to Paris who was fondly devoted to his 
interests. 

She furnished himapretty little flat in the Rue de Pro- 
vence, bought him a dog-cart — this was the iashionable 
vehicle just then — and provided him with a sufificient 
income to eut a dash. 
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He soon became the darling oF ail the women in town, 
and broke with his patroness. 

Thcn the ungratefîil wrctch startcd to *' fool around " 
prctty extensively. 

One day, Mdlle. Duverger, a celebrated actress-courte- 
san living under the protection of Prince Demidoff, invited 
hlm to supper and the rest. 

He answered with cynical candour: 

" Dear Comrade, 

" 1 hâve such a large number of invitations simîlar to the one you 
hâve been kind enough to give me as to compel me to keep myself for 
ladies who are ready to give me solid reasons for believing in their 
good wîll. You know the proverb, ' Time is money. ' My charge is 
a thousand francs 1 *' 

Women are such foolsl She actually paid the sum de- 
manded. She took her money's worth, however, for ît 
was three weeks before he was in a condition to pursue his 
highly respectable calling. 

L...., the celebrated gymnastic master, asked even 
larger sums for his séances. 

The price fluctuated between a thousand and two thou- 
sand francs, though sometimes mounting as high as five 
thousand. 

Truly expensive fish, that needed a sauce of very ex- 
ceptional quality to make it go down. Yet he was not 
without customers. One day, a Russian great lady, the 
Prîncess W.... thought she would treat herself to a bit 
— if we may use the expression. He made difficulties 
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merely as a matter of fonn and ended by siecping «nth her 
for fivc thousand francs. 

Vhether it was he was touched by the magnitude of 
hif conquesty or that the lady had been extra agreeable 
to him, any way next morning he retumed her the five 
thousand francs in bank-notes with the following letter 
enclosing fifty francs over and above : 

" Madame, 
" You «rc the only woman I hâve ever gîven moncy to. Evcry Sun- 
day 1 will comc and tleep with you and pay you a like sum. 
" Youra, etc.. 

" L *• 

l^hen he did présent himself at Madame de V — 's, 
doubtless her caprice had passed, or perhaps she had been 
less satisfied with him tl^an he had been with her — at any 
rate she had him put outside the door without a word of 
explanation. 

He had no luck, for once in his life apparently, that he 
had ever paid a woman I 

A good story to conclude with about a *' fancy man. " 
Itwas told by Vatripon; the heroine was known under 
the name of the '' Lady of the Lake, " (of Enghien), but 
her real name was Aladame de F.... 

She had taken as lover a young — very young-^Prince 
of royal blood, but being kept under the strictest discipline 
by his friends, he could only see her by stealth. To con- 
sole herself for the Prince's long absences and fA\ the 
void in her aching heart, she took as her " fancy " a cer- 
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taîn artîst» now famotis. She rented on die banks of the 
lake of Enghien a lovely little viUa; where the young 
Prince used to corne to pay her a hurried visit every Sun- 
day. Meanwhile the artîst would row his boat about the 
lake. 

One summer's day — a day of quite tropical heat — 
the Prince fbund means to slip away» and arrived in ail 
haste. Madame de F... was boating on the lake with her 
lover. To be more comfortable, he had left his things at 
the villa, and his entire costume consisted in a pair 'of 
trousers and a ffannel shirt. 

The maid caug^t sight of the Prince coming, and made 
a signal to her mistress who hurriedly sprang çn shore, 
while the artist rowed away with ail his might. 

Several hours later, the Prince expressed his wish to stay 
and dine. The painter, sick to death of boating, and as 
hungry as a hunter, wanted to retum to the house, but the 
servant who was on the watch informed him by signs that 
the Prince was going to sleep at the villa. 

So the unfortunate man had just to make up his mind to 
take the train back to Paris in white trousers and flannel 
shirt I 

For many a day, in memory of the misadventure, he 
was invariably spoken of among his fellow artists as '* The 
Man froni Enghien. " 
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— Af^èle Bardîn, known asthc Baroness d'Ange (1) isin 
thc Ycry first rank. 

At thc tîmc of hcr dcath in 1888, onc of my bcst posted 
fellow joumalists, Georges Montorgueil, contributed the 
following notice of her to the pages of the newspaper, 
•• Paris. " 

*' Ail Paris knew thls woman, who drove so infamous 
a trade and sùch a;^famous pair of horses. Every day she 
sallied forth in her Victoria, which she drove herself with 
an aplomb the insolent stares and ill-concealed smiles of the 
passers-by dîd not in the least affect. She took her place in 
the long line oF equipageSy as much at ease on her drîving- 
^at as on the ottomiffis of her home in the Rue Saint 
Geor^f^jjpShe would be pointed out to the country cousin 
with a *' Look, the Baroness I " — thoughsome begrudged 
giving her the title, consecrated by long custom. 

** She drove on meanwhile without exchanging greetings 
with a soûl. She followed the trade of a fashionable pro- 
curess, and the élégant crowd that surrounded her included 
most of her clients. *Professional étiquette' demands of 
course the very utmost discrétion, while the flourishing 
condition of her business justified a littlescorn on her part. 
Who, pray, paid for her horses, which were the iinest in 



(1) In a little brochure, now of extrême rarity, which appeared in 
1861, under the titïc of ** Paris qui Danse, " (The Dancing ^G^orld 
of Paris), mention is made of a Baroness d'Ange as being a constant 
attendant at the " Bal Robert, ** on the Boulevard Rochechouart, a 
dancing-hall then in great repute. At the same date, a Ëïron««s ^'p-""' 
U spoke of in the ** Mémoires de Rigolboche. " 
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Paris? Who paid for her jewels, dresses, and ail her ma^ 
gnîficence? Who but the men of the gay throng that drcles 
round her, and which reîmbur«ed her in good gold, in the 
privacy of her own house, for the slights they put upon 
her in the streets, at her hour of self-advertisement. 

<' For an advertisement it was, this driving out in the 
face of the world. For twenty years she was her own 
poster, forcing the' most (demure to read as she passed; the 
most vîrtuous to remember her name. To make an impres- 
sion on Paris, and above ail on the hlaté world of fashion 
of Paris, a trader mu$f, whatever his business, imitate 
Alcibiadesand eut ofF his dog's tail. Only a way of speaking 
this, for the good Baroness would never hâve consented 
to such a mutilation, or that ofany caudal appendage what- 
soever, having found an excellent équivalent. Her dashing 
turn-out, her sounding title, her phénoménal success in 
her infamous trade, put her at once on a plane by herself» 
while the cynical effrontery of her methpd pf advertise- 
ment, this apotheosis of vice promenading from three to 
five in the line of équipages passing under the Arc et 
Triomphe, marked the possession of something approach^ 
ing commercial genius. Even her rivais, the Phryiic 
girls of the Bois, in the height of theiryouth andbeauty* 
could not but envy and admire this adroit practitibner who 
had managed to give her trade-mark a world-wide repute. 

*^ She was not a Parisienne. ^Lyons is my birthpuice,* 
she wrote once to someone who has asked for a few Knes 
of autobiography from her pen. It was to her dignified 
way of doing things she chiefly owed her success* Her 
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drawing-room» whîch the police kept an eye on, was a 
rendez-vous for a constant succession of young girls, her 
pupils, quite young ladies, well-bred, modest and blushing 
damsels, saying with an occasional relapse in the agitation 
of the moment into the slipshod pronounciation of their 
childhoody '* Oh, sir, if mother knew 1 was making up to 
you like thisi "In this sort of white slave dealing she 
amassed her colossal fortune. When gelmig on in years» 
she aiForded herself the luxury of a young husband. He 
used to show up sitting by her side in her carriage, to the 
amazement of the Parisîan public, far from being over 
particular as a rule. " 

The Baroness d'Ange had many strings to her bow. 
She was a tender heart, and loved men, women, animais, 
each and aH. She was a true philanthropist, and the hap- 
piness she bestowed on humanity in simply incalculable. 

She had as ** bosom friend " a very agreeable woman; 
it was " pure affection, " as it is not in a few cases. For 
ail that, on certain days, and certain nights, they would 
hâve desperate quarrels, evencoming to blows; then make 
it up again and be doser friends than ever. 

The '* friend " kept a favoUrite dog, a magnificentblack 
poodle, while the Baroness had one of her own to nuitch, 
but fawn-^oloured. Both dogs were admirably trained, and 
would hâve made the fortune of any circus. They were 
especî^lly good at washing up dishes. 

Whenever the Baroness had a grievance against her 
** friend," and her friend against her — and almost anything 
made a grievance, if one or the other stayed too long 
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talkkingto a gentleman oraladyvîsitor, a quarrel was cer- 
tain to break out before long — the two dogs began to 
show their teeth and jfrowl savagely at each other. Vhen 
From mère abuse their mistresses came to blows, the two 
grcat poodies used to dash at each other ftiriously and 
bite fiercely, each champîoning its own mistress. 

The story îsperfectly true, but why thînk evil? Every- 
body knows how a ftûthful dog loves îts master, and 
above ail its mistress ! 

The Baroness d'Ange had a numerous cUentèk. Friends 
would give each other her address, and mutually recom- 
mend her establishment. On one occasion, a chemist and 
dniggist from a provincial town arrived at the Baroness's. 
The local solicitor had recommen^kd him, and told him 
before he started, " Say you conlt from me. Mention my 
name> and don't give more than five francs. ^' Now that 
very day it so happened the poor Baroness had a carnage 
accident. Her horses had bolted in the Champs Elysées and 
she hadbeen pitchedout, losing in the confusion a diamond 
earring valued at 12,000 francs (£ 480). Being very fond 
of money, she felt excessively grieved and savage at what 
had happened. 

The worthy chemist asked to see the Baroness, and 
foUowcd his friend's recommendations in every respect. 
When, howcver, he came to speak of the five francs, she 
sprang up in a rage, called him a " mug " to his face suid 
asked him if hc tookher for a common street-walker? The 
unFortunate man was utterly flabbergasted, and could only 
stammeroiit m reply, ** Five francs îs a hundred sous, you 
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know; and diat means a liniment, two goes of emetic» one 
bottle — of cough mixture and a poor man's plasterl " 

'* Nol " said the Baronesss, premptorily; « makeit ten 
francs, or nothing. How can you oiier a woman a paltry 
crown-piece who's just lost twelve diousand francs? At 
dûs rate ît woidd take some time, and 1 shotild hâve to let 
a joUy lot of men's members go through my hands» thighs» 
and lips befbre 1 could make it tip again — my wordl " 

The chemist was for making ofF when the Baroness» 
who had thought better of it on further considération, said : 

" Vell I now, if you like, 1 hâve a rather pretty maid. 
In training. She's not bound lîke me to keep her prices op. 
ni call her if you wish, and you can gîve her fiyè 
francs!" •^ 

** By ail means, " said the worthy tradesman, and he 
found the soubrette very much to his taste. 

" Ah, well! ** thought the Baroness, " after ail, going 
halves, it's half a dollar to the good! ** 

To return to the husband. This obliging indivîdual be- 
longed to an old and respectable family, whJch, sorely 
vexed at the mésattiance, got the marriage annulled on thè 
plea of some irregularity. 

Still it is to be supposed the Baroness found merits of 
a high order in her mate, for just before her death she 
made a will in his favour. 

This was impugned before the Courts by the Barôness'i 
family, the plea alleged being that, having no husband, 
her will in his favour was ipse facto null and void ! 

Women. 6 
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The fiunily lost its case, and the husband enjoyed in 
peacc and conacious rectitude the lady's fortune, which 
she had ao laboriottsly acquired as the resuit of her nî^tly 
labours! 

, Hère is die will in extenso. 1 can guarantee its authen- 
tidty, and it is a document that .well deserves préser- 
vation. 

LASr WILL AND TBSrAMENT OF THE BAKONESS D ANQE. 

** Done before Mattre D...., Notary Public, of PanaÇ 
and in présence of the below-named testamentary wîtnes- 
ses, who sign as follows: 

(Hère are the names and addrcsses of the four wit- 
nesses). 

** Ail the four witnesses aforesaid, summoned at the 
request of the testatrtx hereinaftcr named to assist the 
Notary undersigned, being of full âge, French citizens. 
In fiill enjoyment of their civil and dvic rights, and not 
being related or connected either with one another or 
with the testatrix herinafter named, and possessiag ail 
qualifications required by the Law for the validity of the 
présent Vill and Testament, as they hâve îndividually 
declared on the demand of the said Notary undersigned, 

** Duly appeared: 

<^ Madame Marie- Angèle Bardin, of independentmeans, 
domicilcd at Paris, No. 16 of the Rue Saint Georges, and 
at the présent tîme a patient at the Médical Home of the 
Augustînian Convcnt, No. 29 of the Rue de la Santé. 
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** Who (the said Marie-Angèle Bardîn to wît), sick of 
body and bedridden, but of sound mînd and memory and 
{[ood judgmenty so fiar as appeared to the Notary and wit- 
ncsses undersigned from her conversation and dîscourse 
and the dear and précise déclaration of her intentions, has 
in View of her apprehended démise, dictated to the said 
Maître D...., Notary Public, in présence of witnesses, her 
Vill and Testament as follows herein set down : 

** 1 affirm myself to hâve been married in England to 
Monsieur J. B...., man of letters, domiciledat Paris» No. 
^ ]6, Rue Saint Georges, and to be in présent process to 
legalize my marriage in France. 

** 1 appoint as my residuary legatees, my father, Jean 
B..., domidled at Roanne, (Loire), Route de Charlier, 
district of Saint Roch; my mother, Marie-Antoinette S., 
domiciled at Roanne, Route de Paris ; and my sîster, 
Benoite B..., wife of Monsieur B..., also domiciled at 
Roanne, Route de Charlier. 1 leavethem my fortune, for 
their sole and only use in three equal parts, and 1 hereby 
ask them to carry out ail my wishes. 

'' ] bequeath to Monsieur J. B.... a life-interest ia 
myhouse. No. i6, Rif^ Saint Georges, at Paris. 1 wish 
this life-interest to bër inaliénable by him ; and further 
that no creditor be able to distrain upon any of the 
revenues therefrom, my declared intention beingthat the 
said life-interest be indistrainable. 

** ] likewise bequeath to him under the same con- 

^ ditions and by way of a life-interest only, the furniture and 

moveables of every kind ; the horscs, carriages, silver. 
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pktureft, Works of art în bronze, and adi the contents of 
the hoine, always excepted securities and money, whether 
km notes or gold. He will keep and maintain the dogs 
«util thcîr deatk. 

*[^A% for my diamonds» 1 wîsh them to be sold after 
l»y dcath, by my testamentary executor actîng alone, and 
the wurn reaiised to be employed for the construction of 
my tomb, in which shall be intenred myself and my hus- 
band in the Batignolles cemetery. 

'* ] wish my nepkew, Henri L..., not to benefit by my 
will ; 1 ieave him only one 6f my rings as a Remembrance. 
My testamentary executor shall dioose which he shall 
hâve. 

** 1 b^queath my watch to Mdlle. Charlotte M...., 
another to Madame Bardin, widow, my sîster-in-î^w. 1 
bequeath likewise to the same Madame Bardin free 
rooms, of a letting value of 400 francs (£ 16) per annum, 
in my house in the Rue Saint Georges, for the term oP 
her natural life. 

** 1 désire that the amount which shall accrue to my 
relatives be deposited in the bank of France by my tes- 
tamentary executor, who shall remit to them the interest 
thcreon. 

** 1 hâve an investment of about 3ooo francs (£ 120) in 
the hands of Maître Closez, Judicial Officer, of the Rue 
Lafitte ; it takes the form of a sieeping partnership in the 
business of Monsieur Salzat. Of this amount 1 Ieave a 
thousand francs to my godchild, Charlotte M... ; a thou- 
sand francs to Madame Bardin, widow, my sister-in*law ; 
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athnusawt fraocs to my maid R...... and die maaihder to 

Louise H.... 

'' As fer my c a r ri i^es : twoto beselectedtby Monteur 
J^ B.... shaU be soJd for thc bencfit of my coadumoi r 
but they shall be sold only when Monsieur J^. B«.. sRril 
think fittîng. l leave likewise a ring to Louise H..., to» 
be chosen by herself. Each of the fcraale domestic» in. 
my service shall hâve one of my dresses, to be chosen by 
tfaemselves by mutual arrangement. 

'' The rest of my wardrobe shall be sold> at the same 
time as the diamonds, and the sum realised shall be ap* 
plied to the same purpose. A trunk iîill of my clothes shalF 
be sent to my mother. 

'' 1 beqpicath a gold watch or geld chaîn, at her choice, 
to Madame B..., my door-keeper. 

" ] hereby appoint Monsieur Châmant/ my solicitor, 
successor to Monsieur Thiébaul^, 3i, Faubourg Mont- 
martre, my testaunentaryexecutor. 1- hereby gîve himseîzin 
and express auriiority to sel! and realise securities. The 
sale shall be made by my stocfcbrokers — any profits ac- 
cnitng to go to the expenses of my funeral. 

** He shall apply 400 iVanos for masses to Be said in 
the Church of the AugustlnianConvent. 

** l'wish my body to be embalmed and conveycd to my 
own house. 

*' 1* leave to Mbnsieur Charnant, my testamentary exe- 
cutor, at his choîce, a ring or the figure of Anadnçy or- 
the Bacchus«of white marble. 
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** I hereby annul and revoke ail prevîous Vills made 
by me whatsoever. 

'< This Viil and Testament has been duly done> exe- 
cuted and dîctated to the aforesaid Maître D..., Notary 
Public ; who has wrîtten the whole of it with his own 
hand in the same terms whereîn it has been dictated to 
hîm by the testatrix ; did then read it over once and again 
to the testatrix» who did déclare she well understood the 
same and desired to abide by it as containing her last 
wishes — the whole in présence of the four witnesses who 
hâve made déclaration they are neither relatives nor con- 
nexions of the legatees therein named. 

** Done at Paris, ip, rue de la Santé» in a chamber oh 
the first floor of the Convent of the Augustinian Sisters» 
lighted by two Windows giving on the courtyard. 

*' Year one thousand» eight hundred and eighty-seven. 

** This twenty-ninth of December. 

** At or about seven o'clock post meridîem. 

'* The testatrix has duly signed together with the four 
witnesses and the Notary» after the whole had been read 

over by Maître D in présence of the four witnesses. 

'•Sjgned: BARDIN» M , A , 

R B , and 

D y the last being Notary. 

( " Below 18 wrîtten : ) 

" Registered at Paris, twelfth bureau, February md, 1888, folio 

5X, c. jo; receivcd nine francs, thirty-eight centimes, tithe-tax în- 

duded. 

Signed: J , 

D " 
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" N. B. — On the margin is writtcn the following note : 

" In accordance with notification receîved by Maitrc D , Notary 

Public, l^ebruary md, 1 888, Maître Charnant has declared hîs non« 
acceptance of the office of testamentary executor of Madame Bardin." 

This curious will — curious from more than pne point of 
vîcw — îs pcrfcctiy authentic. 

As for the Baroness d'Ange's husband — <* hîs name is 
légion. " 

A récent case fought out before the Courts of a pro- 
vincial town not far firom Paris abounds in startling révél- 
ations. 

One of the members of the profession that makes its 
living by going to bed once took the fancy of retiring 
from business. So, crowned with orange blossoms and a 
sweet Virgin blush mantling her cheeks, she got married — 
and at Church of course. I f she did not dodge confession 
by gifts to the Church or otherwisé, and if she told '* the 
truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, " her 
Confessor must hâve spent a highiy diverting and im- 
proving hour and a half. 

Maître Clcry, one of our most witty and brilliant 
advocates, spoke for the plaintifF. 

*' On the'sSth of December, Mdlle. Gabrielle Elluini 
contracted a marriage with Monsieur E. Abel, one of the 
most dashing young * walking gentlemen' on the Paris 
stage. 

'* By a deed executed the same day, the bride and 
bridegroom entered into a contract in whîch the fornier 
appeared as contributing a very considérable fortune to 
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thc Joint establishment. As for Monteur Abel, at that 
time his aliairs unfbrtunately were in liquidation» and 
as his contribution to the marriage settlements he had 
nothing whatever, barring some most pressing debts — 
sundry gambling dèbts in particular. 

'^ 1 am bound to admit there was nothing ancesfral 
about Mdlle. ElJuini's fortune ; at the same tîme 1 may 
mention that Monsieur Abel was quiU atoare of %h on- 
^nat source, and that in seeking this marriage his only 
object was an easy livelihood and a luxurious existence. 

** In fact» Monsieur Abel had made no secret of his 
sentiments in this respect among the members, maie and 
female» of the theatrical world in whjch he lived. He 
was often heard to say» he was tired of his présent life, 
and was perfectly ready to marry any wonum, one-eyed 
or bandy-legged» or anything else, provided shehad plenty 
of the née J fui, as he expressed it. 

" On meeting with my client, who amply fulfiUed this 
last condition, he resorted to his usual tactics and ail the 
fascinât] ng arts and speeches he was so great a master of. 
Mdlle. Elluîni, whose life at thatperiod glided by in the 
mpnotonous quiet of a simple, idyllic existence, and suf- 
fering into the bargain from chronic heartache, lent a not 
unwillîng ear to Monsieur Abel's dithyrambs. 

** 'At last', thought my unfortunate client, 'peace and 
happiness are within my grasp.' But alas I she was mis* 
taken. 

*' As a matter of fact, a very short time after the mar- 
riage^ sfie discoyered thaf. her husband. had brougJht her 
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an hem not mcntioiicd in the scttlcmeats — tp wk, an*aii» 
mcntionablc discasc 7 

'< It was at Nice, whcre Mdlle. EDuini has an eslafee, 
du^t dtiring a drive on the Promenade des Aa^ais^ Mon- 
sieur Abel confessed lo his wife the complaînt 1 neednot 
furtker partîcukrize. 

** It is as well howevcr to bring proof of what 1 allège. 
1 dierefore pioducc some hi^y suggestive doctors' pres- 
criptions« as well as letters in which mention is made of 
Doctor Foumier, to whose consulting-room, it se<in$. 
Monsieur Abel 's physidan. Monsieur Jules B...., was to 
accompany his patient. " 

No one appearing to represent the husband^ the Stt<- 
pendiary summed up his décision at once : 

'' It is incredible» '* he said, '' that any one could so 
impose upon the 'simple good-faith' of Mdlle. Elluini, 
whose character and disposition is an open secret — ^thanks 
to her notorious life. 

" And I am bound to say 1 think theplaintiff has shown 
some eifrontery in daiming at this time of day a légal 
séparation. She is actually by way of making a wrong out 
ofher husband's letter to the ' Gil Blas. ' But then she 
began it by her own letter in the * Evénement, ' in 
which she makes public property of the détails of her 
private life and her marriage. 

^* 1 pTOtest against such a daim, and 1 consider that 
Monsieur Abel in doing what he did was only acting in 
legitimate sdf-deience. 

*' In the second place she allèges what we- hâve heard 
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relative to a certain complainte But Mdlle. Elluini was 
well acquainted with the world of the stage and the habits 
prévalent there long before she married Monsieur Abel ; 
and we cannot believe she had no suspicions at ail and 
that the révélations tookher entirely by surprise 1 

'* Far from it, she would seem not to hâve wisbed for 
a strong, healthy husband. On this point let us rcfer 
again to her letter which appeared in the * Evénement ' 
and in which she thus expresses herself : * 1 suffered atro- 
ciously, and endured disillusionment- 1 made up my mind 
to marry, but I did not wish to be in love with my hus- 
band and dctermined to choose my antifype. 1 am a wo- 
man of strong passions, butl deliberately chose a flashy 
débauchée.' 

** Mdlle. Elluini has mistaken her ground when she 
comes hère and poses as a moraliste in face of ail this which 
was prior to her marriage. " 

Monsieur Abel for his part made no difficulties. He 
disappeared before the case came on-^some time after the 
marriage— saying cynically : 

'' ] shall résume my life as a man about town ; and she 
may résume hers as a woman of the town 1 " 

Monsieur Abel had not taken proper précautions. Pre- 
sumably he had not seen an enterprising tradesman*s puff 
which ] hâve printed in extenso \n another work, ** Paris- 
Impur, '* and which is accompanied by thèse delightfiil 
verses : 
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OUR REYENGE. (Notre RevancJie). 

^^B^ords by M. Balochard. Mtisic by M. Bienganté. 

Air : En r'venant de ta TÇvue. 

Depuis longtemps sur cette terre. 

Dans l'ancien mond' ccmime dans V nouveau. 

Nous avons pris à l'An^cterre 

Ce qu*el]e a vraiment de plus beau ; 

Je veux parler de l'objet d-^nt l'usage 

Bst pratique même en voyage ; 

On peut s^en servir en wagbn. 

En voiture et même en ballon. 

On s'en sert en tout temps, 
L*hiver comm' le printemps ; 
Et si l'on tient à sa santé 
Faut toujours être bien ganté ; 
Malgré son titre Anglais 
11 n*est pas moins Français, 
Car ce petit boyau 
C*est notre revanch' de Waterloo. 

Et confiants. 
Sans crainte d'accidents. 
Vous avez là-dedans 
Toutes vos aises ; 
Messieurs, tâtez. 
Voyez les qualités. 
Et le bon marché d' mes 
Capot's Anglaises. 

Vous qui portez du mariage 
La chaîne et le boulet ht»^, 
Maris, qui n^avez en partage, 
Que le pot-au-feu conjugal. 








V x^>mMmW»^ o^^V ^«^ 
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(" Since many a day, upon this earth, in the old world as in the 
new, wc hâve borrôwtd frdm England its choicest treasure ; 1 mcan 
the lifrle contrivance wKose u»e can be applied even wfien travelling — 
it can bcemploycd cvcn in the train, in a carriage, nay 1 even In a 
balloon. 

" A man may use it cvery season» in winfer as in sprliig ; and 1^ fie 
cares for his heahh, he shouid always be well gloved. Spite of its 
Ett^isH naiac, it Is French no less, for this little tube is our re venge 
for Waterloo. 

CHORUS. — So confident, with no fear of accidents, ydH find in it 
picasurc and safety. Good sirs 1 pray try ; only loolc at the merits and 
chcapncss of my English hoods. (i) 

" Yoii who bear the cliain and fatal dog of marriage, hùsbïind^ ilrhd 
hâve only the conjugal standing dish to enjoy, if you go out to plclc i^ 
a conquest, never risic it with unprotected head. Fer like Francis I ., 

you wottld sooti hâve to hâve your foot eut off. 

" Thanlcs to this prophylactie, guarding your nose IVolA hàrih, 

protected quite from colds in the head, safe from ail possible hutts, 
you can wtth an easy mind lead a gay bachelor life, and gather every 
night a fair flower of the streets. 
" CHORUS,--as^before. 

" You who hâve a numerous lamily, and who hin would not fiir- 
tlter incrcase the number of your boys and girls, but still without 
taking vows of chastlty — goôd sirs 1 give me your custom, you will ail 
find in my shop one of thèse wonderfui instruments, thank^ to whieh 
a man may shovc in. ' 

"Without iltk of Seeing grow, increase and overwhelm you, like 
••paragiis in tummer-tide, the ilood of your fecundity. You wHl be ablé 
every day to sacrifice to love, and yet cheat the census Under the vety 
cyes of Government 1 

" CHORUS -as beibrc. ") 

To prevent the possibîlity of mistake, the accompanyihg 
notice îs sent from bouse to bouse along with the song : 



(i) What in England are known as " French letters, " Sueh if 
international courtesy. 
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HOV TO USE THE PATENT PROPHYLACTIC. 

Unroll rhe article over Nature't wcapon befbre opcning firel 1 
N. B. — It can bc uscd with the grcatcst case withottt thc femaJe 
bcing any thc wJscr. 



Nevertheless there are demîreps and even mère street- 
walkers who succeed m marrying men occupying high 
positions in society. Marriage, they say^ is a sponge that 
wipes out the faults of the past and gîves a woman a dean 
bill of heaith and a new vîrginity. 1 doubt the tnith oF 
this saying, and 1 ask myself what sort of self-respect can 
a husband feel when he thinks of his wife's orîgin and 
antécédents — the common street ? 

Then at any moment a man is exposed in society to 
awkward meetings such as this : 

Take the case of '' Adèle Big-Bum, *' (Gros-Cul.) 

She was a faithful habituée of the Café de Suède only 
a few years ago. She was so enormously fat that she was 
known evtrywhere by the nickname aiready mentioned, or 
else as the ** Mastodont. " She was a blonde young wo- 
man of a merry, happy-go-lucky disposition, a true daugh- 
ter of the '' always ready " brigade. She would sieep 
with any man for a good dinner, and never asked for 
money. At this rate, as may be imagined, she. did not 
make a fortune. 

Once a thîrd-rate acte actor took her with him to Nice. 
Having had enough of her, he packed up his traps one 
dut day and left her planted there. Adèle was not one to 
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find a billet easily ; finally she went to Monaco» but shc 
was a bit too well known and they refused her admittance 
to the gambling rooms. 

By dînt of hayîng lived so much with pressmen and 
actors she was mtmh pvcn to writing and dared to call hcr- 
self *' literary. " So being reduced to great straîts, she 
thought of her old lovers, at least of as many as she knew 
by name. To thèse she nowwrote, explainingher sad 
plight and begg^ng them to send her a little money to 
carry her back to the Boulevard Montmartre. She dis- 
patched quiteahundred and fifty letters, which brought her 
'in as net resuit. •.. one louis I So much for her friends' 
generosity I 

One evening, as she was strollîng disconsolàtely along 
the Promenade des Anglais, she met a gentleman whose 
passion was '' freaks. " He was an ardent admirer of fat 
women — to such a degree that, to obvîate any chance 
of déception, he had devised an infallible method of veri- 
fying the proportions of the particular fair one he han-> 
kered after. 

He used to oifer her a fauteuil at such and such a 
théâtre. If she could not sit down in it, well and good,- 
the business was settled to his satisfaction I 

Adèle fulfilled the test. She slept with her friend, the 
amateur^ of huge posteriors, who was astonished and de- 
lighted beyond measure when he came to see and feel the 
unprecedented size and volume of hers. 

She stuck to hîm — neverfearl After livingAvith him 
for some time, lo and behold 1 one fine day he oifered her 
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marriage. At such a consummatîon she was so astounded 
she did not know what to say at iirst ; but ended by àc- 
cepting. 

The only thing was those confounded Icttcrs of hcrs and 
her old comrades of the Café de Suède. But she was equal 
to the occasion, and wrote to one of her firîends in the - 
following terms : 

" My dcar Titine, 

" I toJd you of the awful stew 1 was in. 1 thought 1 was golng to 
crack up altogether, and would hâve gladly engaged myself as 'ht wo- 
man' at a show, but there was no show on at Nice. 1 would hâve chucked 
myself into the noble river Paillon, but there was no water. Vhat 
was 1 to do then? Go into a gay house? But there was none. Vork 
the streets? Lord love you, dearie 1 there were as many whores ts 
paving stones already. 

" Loaflng one day on the Promenade des Anglais, I met an old 

chap. It was M You know the dlrty old beast, and what his lech 

is. He went home with me, and has paid ail in ail, 1 can assure you, a 
pretty penny for his little experiments of feeling, pressing, and patting 
the two hinder globes he adores. Now, open your eyes wide to read 
the finish. He's going to MARRY me 1 Marry me, lovey 1 You cmn 
guess my amazement. I keep pinching myself to make sure it's not ail 
a dream. l'm going to be a lady, and a rich lady at that 1 Instead of 
l'cgglng 'the boys' for a drink, l'm to hâve horses and carriages, town- 
house, counlry villa, shooting-box, footmen, men-servants and maid- 
servants, and the devil only knows what besides 7 From beinga commofi 
prostitute wandering at haphazard frombed to bed, l'm going to havc, 
one ail to myself and my very own l Hurrah 1 » 

" But — there's always a 'but' — when my old pals hear of my luck 
theyVe certain as l'm alive to blackmail me. l've written such heapt 
of letters that my mug of a hubby might very easily get wind of sorac 
of then. You must try ond get back as many as you can for me, and at 
any cost. Tell the boys to shut their potato traps. Let them know that 
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thcir premises apcn, at llic risk of a fine far each o^ 
fence. 

The fmct is thèse night-reslaiiruits are nof , as mi^f be 
supposed, ^>ecîally intcnded to supply the wants of or* 
dînary dients ; they are ratherthe refuge of nij^t-birds, 
drunkards, prostitiites, *« bullies, " andthieves. 

The one dass oome thcre to driiik,theother to ply their 
partîcidar trade. 

Among sudi establishments, one has just latdy been 
demolîshed whidi will long remain funous in the annals 
of the " gay '' world. Itstood on the Botdevard Rodie- 
chouart, îromediatdy next door to the old dandng» 
saloon of the ** Boule Noire, " now siq>erseded by the 
"Cîgde/" 

Ail Paris knew it under its name of die ** Clair de 
Lune. " (Mo<Mi]ight.) 

To look at, there was nothing whatever to distinguish it 
specîally front other houses of refreshment on the Bou- 
levard — unless it were the fisict that by daylig^t there 
was never a customer to be seen. A deathlike silence 
,filled it, and the whole house seemed deserted. 

Psdnted on the glass of the Windows iacing the street 
nirere groups of downs, the work of a local artist, done in 
white lead and half obliterated by the rain. Thèse formed 
a cheap substitute for curtains. 

A rusty iron railing, breast high, fenced it in from the 
Street, while behind this extended a row of shrubs, lilac, 
spindle-woods and thelike, stunted,ragged and misérable- 
looking, languishing in wooden boxes of common deah 
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The roots of thèse wretched abortîons, în theîr efForts to 
get a lîttle firesh air and freedom, had split the boxes^ 
already rotten with âge, that held them, and the soîl was 
lîttered untidîly over the flags. Six feet or so back of the 
raîling opened a large saloon^ to the left of the doorway, 
while within thîs were a pair of Algerian curtains, filthy, 
ragged and greasy, stinkîng of ancîent tobacco, stale fisk 
and musk. Thèse were always drawn close together, and 
gave access to the night-hall. 

Towards half-past two in the morning» the place woke 
up, and arrivais might be seen presenting themselves in 
groups of three and four at the outer entrance-gate in the 
railings. A waiter was stationed there, barring the way. 
After a short confabulation» his scruples would be satîsfied 
and the gâte open silently — the hinges were always kept 
carefuHy^ted — visitors then crossed the front court and 
pe^Urated înto the large saloon, which was in utter and 
complète darkness.The majority being regular&rM/i/^who 
knew their way about perfectly, they were not long In 
lifting the curtaink, and going straight into the night-halK 

This was ninety or a hundred feet in length. Down each 
side and in the middle were marble-topped tables. Along 
the walls ran benches covered in cotton velvet, whIle 
the seats on either side of the central tables were chairs 
such as are found in drinking bars of the commoner sort. 
To the left of the entrance doorway stood a piano. 

On first entering, one was dazzled by the sudden change 
from dark to light, as well as by the extraordinary spec- 
tacle that met the eyes; and half stifled at the same time 
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by the fumes of tobacco, pungent scents of varîous kînds» 
and last but not least, by a strong smel] of damp and mil- 
dew whîch pervaded the whole place. 

As soon as the eyes had grown accustomed to the lîght 
and the ears had leisure to attend to what was going on, 
a loud, confused murmur made îtself heard, ail but drown- 
sng the notes of the piano; while a medley of men and 
women could be seen, sittîng about anyhow and crowded 
together lîke herrings în a barrel. Thèse were drinking 
ail sorts of strange décoctions, a horrible tipple dignified 
with the name of béer; sticky, violet-red wine that never 
had a raisin, let atone a grape, in its composition ; fire- 
water at fîfteen pence a bottle, which stood for Cognac, 
Fine Champagne, Hennessy or Martell, as the customer 
chose. The slices oflèmon in the hot grogs had been used 
over and over again and sucked dry at least a dozen times. 

Thèse horrible mixed drinks were served up in broken- 
nosed^ split-footed, dirty, gummy glasses, while the men 
sang and the women smoked, wandering from room to 
room in search of a charitably disposed ctistomer, maie or 
female. It made little odds which, there was stuif for 
every taste and each particular vice found its own set of 
amateurs ready to satisiy its foulest caprices — for a con- 
sidération fixed only after much preliminary haggling. 

The ladies (?) whb frequented the " Clair de Lune" 
were iar firom practising the maxim of the famous French 
actress, Mdlle. Déjazet. 

This great and vivacious artiste was one day questioned 
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why she was so ready off-hand to sleep with every man 
whoasked her: 

** Ohl " she answered, " why in the world should I 
may them pay for what costs me nothing? " 

Every procuress în Paris had the wants of the frequen- 
ters oF this haunt of vice at their fînger's ends : man for 
man, man for woman, and woman for women. Thèse glib 
go-betweens went there regularly for fresh supplies to 
meet the next day's orders. 

Amateurs of the cheap and nasty brands of sexuality 
only began to arrive about four o'clock a. m., at which 
hpur the *' Clair de Lune " might very well hâve put up 
bills similar to those of entreprising drapery establishments 
— '^ alarming sacrifices and reduced priées in ail lines. *' 
The reason of this slump in the voluptuous market was 
that when the small lights o' love had failed to be switched 
on at the night-restaurants of the main Boulevards, 
where they asked as much as five or ten louis for the 
entire yielding enjoyment of their second-hand bodies, 
they came on to the *' Clair de Lune " and reduced theîr 
prices, often coming down as low as a single louis. Ail 
said and done, one gold pièce was enough to carry them 
over the morrow, and perhaps an invitation to supper 
into the bargain, if the gentleman was open-handed, at 
*' Father Tartine's " or " The Bakerîes. " 

This '* Father Tartine " is a wide-awake pork-butcher 
at the corner of the Rue des Martyrs, who keeps his place 
open ail night. He sells the ordinary wares of his trade, 
but his speciality is " tartines, " consisting of a slice of 
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bread on which is spread a thin layer of Strasbtirg liver 
or •• Fromage d'Italie " — Italy cheese — a name peoplc 
will persist in retainîng, in spite of the old song : 

" A Paris pas de bon repas 

Sans charcuterie ; 
A Rome on ne connaît pas 

L' fromage d'Italie. " 

(" At Parts never a good mea] without pig's méat in one fbrm or 
another. At Rome never a soûl has heard of Italy cheese. ") (i) 

The *' Bakeries " îs kept by a good lady in the Rue 
de la Chapelle who — I do not mean the lady, but the 
shop — keeps open ail night. She sells hot cakes, and 
gravy soup in which Liebig plays the principal part. You 
can make your supper there, or at " Father Tartine's " 
either, at a vcry moderate outlay, 

There used to be a similar establishment in the Fau- 
bourg Montmartre, and yet another in the Rue Geoffroy 
Marie. One has entirely disappeared ; while the other has 
had to stop its little game, because — goes the story — 
there was a certain hz<tk room behînd the shop only too 
well patronized, in which little séances were held like 
those that made the late lamented Baroness d'Ange so 
well known as an expert of labial pollution. 

Sometimes Homeric battles took place at the ** Clair 



(i) Which is, after ail, nothing more than the cheapest gatanHne sold, 
, made up of ail the waste scraps and odds and ends of the hara and beef 
shop, somewhât reserabling that marbled mysterious dainty, dubbed 
" collared head. " 
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de Lune» " fhe most ferocious being those fbtight among 
** women for women. " 

One night 1 was présent at such a combat — an extra- 
ordtnary and never to be fbrgotten spectacle. 

Seated next to me was a short young man> apparentiy 
about seventeen, with flaxen haïr eut short, and dressed 
in a grey suit, short lounge jacket, open waistcoat and 
tight-fitting trousers, quietly smoking cigarette after ci- 
garette. He kept his eyes constantly fixed on the door- 
way and seemed to be anxiously waiting for somebody. 
Suddenly there appeared in the opening between the 
curtains a very pretty girl» a brunette, elaborately dressed. 
Her dress was tailor-made, and plainly showed the eut 
oF a fashionable dressmaker. The newcomer was loaded 
with diamonds. At the sight of her, my neighbour sprung 
up with a bound and ran towards her; then leapt at her 
neck and kissed her passionately on the lips. I then no- 
ticed that my young gentleman friend was really an at- 
tractive lass whose maie habiliments were not a little be- 
coming. 1 was not slow to understand the situation, espec- 
ially when after they had donc kissing, 1 heard the words 
halF stifled by a languorous sigh : 

** Come, comel 1 hâve been longing for you such a 
timel " 

The girl came in altogether, while her " dear friend ** 
went to the piano to get her tiny round hat she had placed 
there, and the pair were on the point of taking theîr 
departure, after tossing iive francs on the table to pay for 
what refreshment they had had^ 
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At this instant, another youngwoman sweptinto the hall 
lîke a whîrlii^nd, overtuming chairs and tables on every 
side oF her ; she was as degandy dressed as the first, and 
even more bedizened with diamonds. She rushed at bur 
" dear friend " in maie attire and gave two such ftirious 
boxes on die ear as must hâve made her see ten thousand 
stars. This done, she tumed with equal suddenness and 
spat in the lace of the other gîrl who stood modonless 
with surprise. 

The latter, without a word, ptished her '* dear friend, " 
who had recovered her présence of mind and had thrown 
herself in the way to protect her comrade, roughly aside, 
and struck her adversary a heavy biow on the nose. 

Thereupon ensued an indescribable scène of confusion. 
The two ** inséparables " lell tooth and nail on the fîresh 
arrivai, and gave her an awful dressing-down. W^hen at 
length they could be unravelled, ail three combatants were 
in tatters. 

The two '' Sapphos " slipped away with ail speed, 
while the vanquished and injured fiair one, deceived and 
indignant, had a terrible fit of hystéries. As soon as her 
fitry was a little appeased, she set to work to cry, while 
other women présent, who no doubt had gone through 
the same trials, endeavoured to console her. 

*• Bahl let her cry, " exclaimed a more experienced 
matron, '' she'll piddle ail the less! " 

However, following the homely proverb, ** More cry, 
less wool> " she was soon fairly calm again. She repaired 
the ravages of her costumées well as she could, and pro- 
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ceeded to tell us her story in a fiew words — a com- 
monplace one enough, lîke that of ail her kidney. 

In so doing, she spoke repeatedly of *' her love " 
wjth a force and realism that made one's moiith water. 

One of the most faithful fretfuenters of the '' Clair de 
Lune " was the '' Viscoûntess. " The nickname came 
firom the fact that she had been kept for a short while by 
a certain " flash cove " who '' viscounted " it like a good 
'un through thick and thin. Her réputation as a '* Sap- 
phic " taster of her own sex was well established, and 
she wasproud of it, calling herself by the sounding title 
of ** Professor of Female Séduction. " She divided her 
time between women and playing at cards. She was, and 
is still, a woman of wit and intellect, who had very exten- 
sîve relationships with the best of society. True she did 
not show up in the respectable drawing-rooms of Paris, 
preferring more secluded private apartments where a 
complète toilet is not indispensable. She it was who invented 
this charming définition to express a woman's précise 
calibre, " She's not worth the trouble of stripping for! " 

Like ail persons of her sort, she entertains a lively hatred 
for women who do not share her tastes, and who are not- 
enrolled in the ** National Guard " of which she is the 
undisputed General-in-Chief. 

Our ** Viscoûntess " is not a professional procuress 
strictly speaking. Nevertheless, besides gratifying her per- 
sonal tastes, she serves' as ** go-between, " and has every 
partîcular of hidden Paris at her fingers' ends — places of 
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rendezvous and ail such information. She is constantly on 
the look-out for ladies inmomentary straits for money, and 
has a carefully-arranged and scrupulously-precîse tariflF of 
her own. H'er profits take the form of a commission on 
each transaction, the exact amount depending on her fair 
client*s particular social position. To supplément her lists, 
she keeps a memorandum-I>obk in which are entered the 
names of '* casual " maie clients, as well as those of " regti- 
lar " customers, who ail figure therein from the lad at Col- 
lège down to the old greybeard who needs ail the herbs of 
the field in infusion before he can accomplish the shortest 
sacrifice at the altar of Venus. The book is a very curious 
one — particularly so on account of the notes appended, of 
which the following are samples : 

" B , financier, loo.ooo Francs (^[^4.006) a year ; once a month, 

a fresh girl every time, must be quite young, 12 to 14 at the outside, 
and the very thinnest to be had. N.B. Never write to his private ad- 
dress. 

" R , every week, the strongest woman procurable, a hundred 

francs for only half an hour ; no matter about good looks, but must 
hâve a big belly. 

" Madame de T , after midnight, on her assembly nights ; likes 

a blonde ; red haired girl for choice — above ail things not to be scented 
at ail, the genuine unadulterated natural odour or nothing. " 

And so on for twenty pages, each more improving than 
the last 1 

The '* gênerai utility " music-mistress in another inven- 
tion of the " Viscountess. " 

One of the chief ambitions of eVery vénal little Venus is 
to be taken for a society lady. There is some excuse for 
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this in the fiict Ihat society ladies do ail they posstbiy can 
to be taken for cocohei. 

Vith this end in view, the very iirst thing the cocoHe 
desires is to appear " musical. " According^y she hîres a 
piano» at thirty francs a month» on the hirep-purchase sys^ 
tem. The piano once placed in the most conspicuous po- 
sition in theroom, she must nexthave a music-teacher. But 
as the cocoHe always retums home very late» or rather very 
early, she generallylies in bed till noon. What with brealc- 
fast, and dressing for her drive in the Bois, it is very soon 
three o'clock in the afteirnoon, and her piano lesson donc 
for for the day I But though the tesson is abandoned, the 
teacher is left ; so the music-mistress is transmogrified înto 
a " public letter-writer. " / • 

It is she who sub-edits the correspondence of thèse 
ladies of easy and expensive virtue, for they are great let- 
ter-wrîters. The style is always the same, but there must 
be some semblance at any rate of décent spelling. This the 
piano-instructress looks after. 

The same versatile personage is also* useful as a chape- 
rone on occasion. By thèse combined trades she may make 
as much as a hundred and iifty francs (£6) a month. In- 
deed some of the class save money at it, and end by 
establishîng themselves '\n as enviable a position as the 
** Viscountess " herself. 
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CHAPTER IX 

Public Brothels of Paris. — Only a Franc 1 -<■ An Old Man from 
thc Country. — An Entreprising Householdcr. — Pecping Tom. — A 
Prcfect of Police Wrong for Once. — An Aristocrat of the Rue de 
risly. — The •* Standing-Dish " and the " Occasional. " — " To 
Make Herself Generally Useful.'— " Short-Timers.''— A Fresh Con- 
sîgnment. ^- " Marie from Brittany, " and the Franciscan's Rosary.— 
Genteel Bawds. — " Things are not always what they seem. ** — An 
1 ngenious Arrangement. — Animal Magnetism. — The God ofMendes. 

In an earlîer book of mine, '^ Paris-Impur, " 1 hâve 
jTîven a list oF ail the Parisian maisons de tolérance (licensed 
brothels), their addresses and the number of the boarders 
in each seraglio. This list,. which is strictly accurate, being 
copîed from an officiai document, had never hitherto been 
published. It was greeted with profound surprise on the 
part of readers, when it was seenthat the number of thèse 
houses in only seventy-three, and that of the women con- 
stituting their personnel no more than six hundred and 
cighty-six I 

For a town of the size of Paris this really in -îgnificant 
figure is astounding. 

Our readers' wonder will be greatly modified, however, 
when they leam that the total of clandestine houses of 
ill-iame is very considérable, and that notwithstanding the 
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very low tariff, it is not prostttutes of the lower class who 
fbllow thîs trade. As a matter of hct it is the cocoHes, 
some of whom are iamous in the world of iast life. 

The ever-flourishing trade of the psmp assumes many ' 
characters — ^the midwife, the cafénvaiter» the interpréter» 
the commissîonaire, a neighbour, a sister, the fortune-4el- 
1er, the milliner, the woman who touts for orders of jewel- 
lery, underwear, or scent. Often it is no other than the 
girl's own fatherwhosells her honour ; the instances ofsuch 
baseness are numerous. The law-courts hâve fréquent oc- 
casion to try the authors of such abominations, but inspite 
of the fact that the magistrates apply the law conscien- 
tiously and inexorably, they are powerless to stem the 
ever rising tide of immorality. 

Not so very long ago, the Criminal Court of the De- 
partment of the Seine condemned, in default, to ten years' 
hard labour an Italian of the name of Bruni, ex-instructor 
of the children performing as supernumaries at the Eden 
Théâtre at the time — ^July 1887 — ^when the ballet ** Le 
Cour d'Amour, " (The Court of Love),was being played. 

Bruni dîsappeared, declaring he was going to drown 
himself in the river. He had been in the habit almosf every 
evening, whîle presiding at the piano, of taking criminal 
liberties with the little gîrls he had under instruction. 

The particular one who earned him his condemnation 
was a graceful minx of twelve, by name Marie Molaux, 
whom, under pretence of getting a rent mended in her 
tights, hehad taken up to his dressing-room, and after 
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Do the police authorities and the judges not know of 
theîr existence? 

Nothing of the sort, 1 assure you. They are closely 
watched; and if they are tolerated — ^though only until corn- 
plaints are made against them as being too openly scan- 
dalous or fer abuse of glrls under the statutable âge — 
this fs J>ecause they are a source of valuable information 
tp the authorities. This ts hardly a very reputable way 
of doing things, but a very useful and necessary one, it 
appears, for the proper working of the Police #idmints- 
tration. Besîdes women hâve always been the most effective 
agents in pollticjd intrigue, as well as in crimlnal investi- 
gations. It will be remembered that Pranziniand many other ^ 
malefactors were captured iff conséquence of their visits to 
houses of ill^fame Immedlately after their crimes had been 
coramltted, and a hundred other similar examples mlght 
kegivj^. 

A retlred Prefect of Polke, a man thoroughly wdl 
posted on the subject, published the foltowing remarks some 
time ago concemtng clandestine haunts of prostitution : 

" Diffeilng in this from liccnsed brothels, Aey havc as « ndc no 
rcgular denizcns, and arc not sid>jcct to the police régulations. 

" Though not ofBcially authorised, they were none the less sub- 
Jected to a very strict surveillance ; and in ail cases where nOt compul- 
sorfly closed, it viras because dl^ the one hand, the Police had noted 
them as undeserving of toleration, and on the other, because there 
were occasions whem the authorities found in them a source of inform- 
ation at once useful, délicate and discre^t. " 

Hère the. wrlter makes a mistake — ^presumably Intent- 
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ional — for thèse unregistered houses do as a matterof hct 
hâve regular denlzens. 

The Hst of such establishments îs a long one» and ît will 
readlly be understood that ît îs impossible to give a com- 
plète one hère. Besides, the présent book is not intended 
as a guide for the swine who seek pleastire of this klnd. 
Nevertheless it is absolutely necessary to give some sort of 
gênerai sketch, if only to prove as a matter of statistics 
how prostitution spreads wider day by day in our good 
town of Paris. 

In the Rue de l'isly — 1 refrain from giving the num- 
ber — the mistress of the house bears a patrician name, and 
her " boarders " never omit the aristocratie ** de " when 
they address Madame, until she has really come to ima- 
gine atlast that she has a right to the prefix. If 1 mention 
that the initial letter of her name corresponds to that borne 
by the Hôtel de Ville to Plaisance line of omnibusses, ] 
hâve said enough. She chose the Rue de Tlsly originally 
in memory of the fomous victory of Marshal Bugeaud în 
Africa, and truly some fîerce engagements are nightiy 
fought under her roof I 

In her establishment, there are two catégories of 
women — the ** standing-dish, " and **the occasional. " 

The ** standing-dish " is the woman who '* lives in, " 
an industrious 'prentice Messalina no amount of hard ero- 
tic labour terrifies. Her hours are from nine o'clock in the 
morning till two a. m. This delicacy is reserved for stran- 
gers making a temporary stay in Paris, and isoffered them 
under every conceivable name — Clara, Joséphine, Nina, 
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Anita, and sometîmes as the wîdow of a nobleman reduced 
to extrême poverty and forced to thèse shifts in order to 
pay her children's schoolîng. Accordîng to the iashion of 
the day, her locks are fair, red, dark brown or chestnut at 
discrétion. 

The priée, asua Cheap Jack says at the fair, is within the 
reach of every purse — a louis, a mère louis I wîth this dif- 
férence, however, that you pay in advance, and satisfied or 
not, no money is ever returned on leaving. 

The '' occasional " is of no fixed class. She comes Irom 
the Elysée Montmartre, the Rat Mort, (Dead Rat), the 
Moulin de la Galette, the Eden Théâtre, the Folies Ber- 
gère or even the aristocratie quarters of the town. 

She is generally served up to the regular rustomers. For 
ail thèse establishments hâve assîduous clients who come 
there day after day and night after night for a '* short 
time." A ** short-timer " in ail ranks of this society, signi- 
fies a man who does not dimb the stairs to the bedroomsl 

On such a customer's arrivai, his first question is in- 
variably : 

** Well l is there anything firesh in to-day ? " 

If the reply is in the affirmative, the customerasks to see 
the " consignment. " 

If he finds one to suit his taste amongst the lot, he pays 
his ten francs — the regular price for a <' friend of the 
house. " Whatever is paid, the ** occasional " always 
shares it with the mistress of the establishment. 

It woulddifficult to accumulate a fortune outof *' friends 
of the house 1 " 
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Anothcr it in tKc RueBeaureptire, a sireetlyîng at right 
angles to the Rue des Degrés — Street of Step»-^40 styled 
presumably because there are no steps in it. It is a ** house 
of convenience " like the rest> but known only to a very 
sélect number of clients. 

Till within a very few years ago» it was run by one 
*' Marie from Brittany. " She was so entitled from her 
habit of always wearing the costume, from white cap to 
wooden shoes, of a peasant woman from Concameau or 
Roscoff. 

Marie helped personally in the business when there was 
a full house. She knew how to satisfy all-comers, no niatter 
what their demands might be. She was not the woman to 
run in one spécial grpove only, being a practical person 
fuUy realizing the truth of the prdverb, *' A mouse with 
only one hole is soon caughti " She could tum more ways 
than one — ^that was certain. 

Marie had one rather curîous peculiarity. Vhen eu»- 
tomers arrived, she was always found engaged in telling her 
rosary. Thîs was a row of magnificent beads whîch an 
Italian monk of the Franciscan order had once left in pawn 
with her when unable to pay for the dish of voiuptuous- 
ness he had enjoyed under her roof. "W^atever the partt- 
cular task she undertook for a client, she never let go of 
her faithful rosary, and had a pious Ave Maria always on 
her lips. 

Her prices were pretty high, though they were more or 
l«ss modified according to âge and sex, 

Most of thèse genteel bawds carry on their trade under 
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pretence of highly innocent and respectable callîngs. Thus 
in the Rue Orange Batelière one may see at the entrance 
of a rather împosîng-looking house the words " Marie; 
Fashionable Milliner, " inscribed on a door-plate of 
enamelled metaJ. Do not venturein, Ladies; the millinêry 
and novelties sold within hâve any ornament rather than 
orange-blossom, and might shock yotnr sensibilities a good 
deall 

This isnottheonly fishy establishment in the same street. 
Not' long agothere was another of a still more doubtful 
character, a house on the left-hand si de of the way coming 
fromthe FaubourgMontmartre,half middle-class résidence 
half workshop, the sort of place you see in the Marais dis- 
trict. Under the entrance-archway» to the left, was a dark 
staircase leading to a.mezzanine floor over the basement. 
To look at, nothing could well be more middle-class and 
respectable. After crossing the entrance-hall, you found 
yourself in a spacious dining-room lighted by two Windows 
giving on the street, while two glazed doors faced them on 
the inner side of the apartment. 

The drawing-room was similar in gênerai arrangefnent. 
Again two Windows looking into the street, and facing them, 
two folding-doors. 

But about six o'clock every evening, there was an unex- 
pected transformation scène. By means of moveable par- 
titions, fixed across the middle of the apartments, the 
dining aM drawing rooms are divided into two. Thèse two 
divisions are further subdivided by the same means, so as 
to form two little closets. They were quite dark and on 
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rhe sidc opposite the entrance faced die g^azed doors of ' 
the dining-room, or thôse of the draii^iig-room, as the case 
might be. 

For fumititre, there was a luxuriously comfortable sofia 
in each, with two or three towels hidden under the cushions, 
the appointments of ail being precisely similar. 

Mysterious openings cleverly contrîved aifbrded a con«- 
venient view front each chamber of the interior of a vast 
bedroom, withoitt the person peeping in being visible to 
those occupying it. 

In the middle of this bedroom, was an enormous bed, 
raised on three steps and resembling an altar. Hung on 
the walls were engravings and pictures indécent enough to 
shock a trooper. 

^Why ail this theatrical paraphernalia ? 

The whole place belonged to a certain Madame R — , 
a woman of the town, who stirely possessed the filthiest 
nûnd ever known, but who to make up had a body of 
superb and sculptural perfection. 

As her ordinary recognized business, she walked the 
streets from the corner of the Faubourg Montmartre to 
the Madeleine. 

But she hadanother clientèle as well, composed of erot- 
omaniacs. At stated hours thèse would arrive, and be 
received by an old lady of vénérable appearance and the 
correctestof correct deportments, whomadethem welcome 
with marks of the deepest respect. 

To rcach the penetralia a password was required; a for- 
mula only known to the initiated. 
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Oldlady: *' What can 1 doforyou, sir — or madame? " 
according to the sex of the visitorj arrangements beîng 
made for both. 

Visitor (maie or female): '* Oh! 1 hâve come to try 
your animal magnetîsm. " 

Old Lady: ** Very goodl Pray wsik in. " 

On thîs invitation being given, the applicant, whether 
alone or accompanied by a friend, paid down five louis 
(£4), the price being a fixed quantity under ail circum- 
stances. The money pouched, the visitor was shown înto 
one oF the closets — it made no différence which — just 
described, and locked in. 

Then the mi stress of the house, as soon as the four 
compartments were ail occupied, would go out on the 
Boulevards and *^ makeher bag. " She never had very far 
to go, and in a few minutes would be back again with a 
young man, or an old one, in tow. Young or old made 
very lititle différence, though perhaps on the whole an 
elderly débauchée was better. She was not diflîcult to 
please, and cared mighty little whether the man paid well 
or ilL Any way it was a small part of her profits ; what did 
pay, and pay handsomely, was the Peeping Tom confra- 
temity. 

She would lead the man she had picked up into the bed- 
room, and the pair stripped as naked as Adam and Eve. 
This done, she started running round and round the bed, 
hotly pursued by her companion. It was a regular cross- 
country gallop, and only the huntsmen and whippers^in 
were wanted to make it as good as a fox-hunt. 
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The attitudes ofFered by pursuer and pursued were 
varied and peculiar, as may be well supposed. Whcn the 
former was an old man, it was specially excitîng to sec 
hîm tearing round, panting, stumbling — down, up agaîn 
and away once more, in frenzied senile erotic eagemessi 
"Vhen she thought this spermatic steeple-chase, if I may 
venture to say so, had gone on long enough — - other 
clients were waiting, please remember — she would allow 

herself to be caught after which the bed was there 

— a useful article I 

At that juncture, from the closets came — not sighing 
and sobbing — but a véritable hurricane of bestial howls. 
Men who had come by themselves; Don Juans who had 
brought their best — or worst — gîrl with them, or their 
dog; Lesbian ladies (who always dropped in in pairs), 
writhed and wriggled under the stimulus of their abom- 
inable desires. 

Ye dames of Lesbos, mothers, sisters and daughters of 
the classical tribads, no prudes are yel But verily the things 
ye might then hâve seen accomplished in that house, befbre 
your eyes, would hâve made ye blush. Deeds were. there 
done to make your wanton hearts throb once more after 
ail the centuries with your old lascivious lustftil lecherous 
longingsl 

Shameftil, shameful ! — but more shameftil yet when a 
magistrate's son, then pursuing his légal studies in Paris, 
actually saw his own father perform the famotis huntîng 
scène in that room; and when a Princess of high and un- 
dîsputed lineagCt in a frenzy of hystérie passion, dashed 
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in the glass-door wîth piercing erses of *' Me, me, do me! 
Get ifito me! " 

On high days and holidays, when some great personage 
chose to treat hîmself to the exclusive enjoyment of the 
excîtement of the chase, ail four compartments would be 
let to him at a thousand francs (£40!) 

But yet a lower depth of shame and horror and bes- 
tiality I The woman R... had a friend, and the two of them 
actually had a he-goat to love them. The scène was beyond 
words... Fîlthiness could no further go! 

Nothîng dies — vice least of ail. 

But can the magistrature specially charged with the câre 
of public morals do nothing to restrain suchlike excesses? 

Alas ! very little — unless young girls under the âge of 
consent happen to be the instruments of the abominations 
conunitted. 
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CHAPTER X 

Samc Stib|ccf Contlnued. — Madame Leroy. — A Squad of Life- 
guardsmen. — The Photographie Album. — A Profitable Business. — 
" Lesbians "; the " Abbaye. " — The Old Jew. — " Feathers and 
Artificial Flowers. " — Floors made of Looking-glass. - A Wlse Pré- 
caution. — *' Fumished Rooms. '* — A Peep Gratis. — Ode to the 
Moon. — What realty ledto the Franco-Prussian War.— An Indignant 
Chancellor. — " Great Scott 1 Why, youVe menf — "^Active*' 
and " Passive. '—A StifF Bill. ^ An Amiable Household. — A 
Couple of Iroproving Letters. — Old Schoolfellows. 



Another of thèse clandestine temples of erotîcîsm is in 
the Rue de Provence. It was Formerly kept by one Jeanne 
Derieux, who has now retired from business to enjoy a 
well-earned compétence. Mer former servant, by no means 
an ill-looking giri, has tried hard to keep the connexion 
together, but has lacked the tact and adroitness needful 
for success. 

In modern-built houses you see written up on a little 
plate of enamelled métal, ** gas and water laid on evcry 
floor. " In the Rue Boudreau there is no little plate to 
say so, nevertheless there is no possibility of doubt about 
the fact. Knock at what storey you will, you fînd gas and 
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water, and a — sufficient supply of prctty girls. The cus- 
tomers are a lixed quantîty, though drawn from ail ranks 
of Society. 

The most lamous of ail thèse places îs the one in the 
. Rue Duphot. Till lately it was managed by a Madame 
Eppînger, known in the world of mercenary gallantry by 
the name of Leroy. It has changed hands since then. 

In this establishment there are no little women. The 
taliest girls to be had are selected, so that seeing them ail 
together you would suppose yourself reviewinga squad of 
lifeguardsmen. The invariable price is two louis — for a 
minimun. The house has a clientèle of regular customers, 
on whom the girls hâve bestowed nicknames — the Doctor, 
the Bey of Tunis, the Dey of Algiers, Stumpy, etc. 

Speaking generally, ail customers are decorated with 
the title of " Colonel " by thèse women — Colonel this 
and Colonel that and Colonel everywherel Nothing can 
Sound more ridiculous, especially when it is said to some 
old fat unhealthy-looking greybeard whose only décor- 
ations are infamous ones. 

One of the habitués mentioned above has a queer habit. 
He chooses four women, gives each of them five louis, 
tells them to perform the Eastern *' belly-<lance " and 
makes an appointment for next day, saying, ** My wife Is 
a tiny little woman, you know; that's why 1 admire you 
so! " When to-morrow comes, he does not keep his 
appointment, and there the matter ends — till the next 
occasion, when everything will be repeated as before. 

In this erotic emporium there is no spécial tariff for 



\ 
\ 

\ 

f 

\ 






»i4 WOMBf^ THjrr PASS*m THE m&HT 

** friends of the house. '* Ail who use it are arîstocrats to 
the finger^ps. 

Bcsides the regular " professionals, " a niimber of wo- 
men, kept by old men who leave their mistresses plenty 
of spare time on their hands, corne to thèse phices now 
and againto '' do a bit of business. " They are glad to 
do so, and often hâve their names on the books for thîs 
purpose. Actresses again from the smaller théâtres are to 

be seen there sometimes — the dass of '' extra lady " 

» 

who on a salary of 200 francs (£8) a month contrives to 
/ be the possessor of fifty thousand francs (iB2,ooo) worth 

of diamonds. 
/ It is a way of gaining a livelihood, Ilke another, and 

/ * will surprise nobody at ail conversant with the double — 

and treble — lives of ladîes in any great capital of Europe. 
If the man does not go to the woman, to the woman must, 
and Wfll, go to the man. The scène is a drawing-room 
instead of the public street, but what odds does thatmake? 
Vhat will be a surprise to many is to leam that wo- 
men bearing an honourable name and occupying respect- 
able positions, women one may meet any day hanging 
on the arm of gentlemen of weight and considération in 
the world, visit this house and others like it, to satisfy 
their depraved tastes — for maie, or for female society î 
Ve hâve not yet quite adopted the habits and customs 
of Madrid, but this is what things are coming to by de- 
grees. The photograph album is more and more utilized, 
and is an increasingly popular way of arranging matters. 



JêTOMEJ^ JliAT fASS m THE mOUT tiS 

It is in fisict highly convenient, saving women an infinity 
of trouble. Thl$ Is the madus operandi. 

The procuress makes a collection of the photographe of 
women who hâve applîed to her from time to tîme. "Vhen 
a man turns up, whether merely to save the situation în 
cases of momentary embarrassment or as a regular part of 
the proceedingSy she brings the album containing thèse to 
his notice. He makes his choice, and the woman design- 
ated is sent for. Vhat can be sjmpler? Needless to add, 
the prices are not put opposite the portraits; it is not ex- 
pédient for the customer to knàw the amount of the com- 
mission exacted by the intermediary. 

The profession makes handsome profits at this prefty 
littlegame, as may be gsithered from the following facts. 
One day, in connexion with the case of a girl supposed 
to be under âge, a police descent was made on Madame 
Leroy's premises. Bills payable to order to the amount of 
more than 100,000 francs (^ 4,000) signed by customers, 
were seizedon this occasion. 

Hère is the formai proof, under the form of a Report* 
drawn up by the Prefect of Police who examîned tnto 
the afiaîr. Itruns thus :. 

" By Order, 

"• Vhercaft from informatioii by us received, H is txHeved that a 

Mons. F , desciibing hiasself as a lawycr and as being doimicilad a 

Pari^, in the Rue , is in possession of certain documents seized at 

the house of one Mons. Eppinger, alias Leroy, such as letters, 
chèques, etc. 

" And whereaa the possession of the sald documents can only bc 
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accountcd for as presupposing the commission of an indictable offence ; 
and whcreas it is expédient to-prevent the same being put to any use 
or employment prejudicial to good morals ; 

"In virtue of the powers conferred by the Code of Criminal Ad- 
ministration ; 

" We do hereby commission and direct Mons. Clément, Commis- 

sary of Police, to visit the house of the said F , to the end tkat he 

may thcrc makc réquisition and seizure of the aforesaid papers, which 
shall thereupon be conveycd to the Préfecture of Police. 

" An officia] account shall be drawn up of this procédure, and shall 
be forwarded without delay to us, together with the articles seized, 
the whole under seal. 

" Executed at Paris, the I4th day of February, 1881. 

" ANDRIEUX (Prefect of Police.") 

It wîll hardly be credited that the ]awyer> Mons. F..., 
had aiready taken the preliminary steps for opening 
légal proceedings agaînst the îndivîdual owîng money to 
Madame Leroy. 

In the Rue d'Amboise, a certain Mdlle. Blanche d'E... 
keeps one of thèse '* houses, " but of aless styllth sort. 
Still the prices rule fairly stifF — ten francs for '< friends 
of the house, " and twenty for outsiders. 

Rue Pasquier, same mise^n-scène as described above in 
the Rue Grange Batelière, ' and the same speciality of 
•* spy-holes. " • 

In the Rue^ de la Lune we come across a rather 'Unex- 
pected form of advertisement. In a by no means ill-look- 
ing house in that street may be seen on a door giving 
access to one ofthe flats an inscription to this eiFect : ** Flo- 
rina, " and underneath, '* Artist "; then in one corner of 
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the blue enamelled plate — a white dove I How is that for 
a njce, appropriate trade-mark ? 

Rue de Prony is an establishment devoted specially to 
the '* Lesbian " sisterhood. It is known as **'The Ab- 
bey. " 

There is nothing whatever to distinguish the house from 
others in the same aristocratie district. Its frequenters 
corne and go quietly and discreetly. Carriages setting 
down ladies there never draw up just at the door, and 
always wait '' round the corner. " Introductions are de 
rigueur y thîngs being on quite a genteel, family footing. 

Rue Saint Lazare, now. The proprietress is hère known 
by the title of ** The Old Jew. " And she deserves it; 
she actually gives her •* workwomen " as much as thirty 
sous per customer ! 

At one sly harem, in the Rue de la Victoire, things are 
a trîfle quaint. The son of the house looks after the girls. 
Every day he sallies forth to hunt up " remounts " ; 
then at nightfall dons a footman's livery and shows the 
customers upstairs. 

In the busy Rue Richelieu, on the left hand of main 
entrance of a grand-looking house, may be seen an enam- 
elled-iron plaque bearing the words, ^* Feathers and 
Artîficial Flowers " ; upstairs on a door on the third fioor 
— same inscription with the additional direction, ** Walk 
in, without knocking. " 

On opening the door, a visitor finds himself in a cir- 
cular ante-room. To the right is a door with a shining 
brass plate, and the words, '' Feathers — Spécial Départ- 
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ment, " and anothcr opposite libelkd, '' Vorkroom. " 

The *' forewoman" is excecdini^y obligîiig, and will 
provide the cusromer with an article of «rfiichever daas be 
prefers. 

Not long ago the Police paid a surprise viût to one of 
thèse cavems of lubricity situated in the Rue Tilsitt, and 
found a litde giri of fifteen on the premises, whom her 
father used to take to and fro, predsely as a careful 
mother accompanies her llttle ones to day-scho<ri. 

The floors of the rooms in dûs institution — ^this tralning 
school we roay call it — for specialists, are composed en- 
tirely of locking^lass. The object of this is, 1 thinlc, ob~ 
vious. 

The keeper of the house is a woman of forediought autd 
resource. A mémorandum book was seized among other 
articles, containing the addresses of ail her custoraers. She 
*Vas questioned, and gave a characteristic reply. 

'' yUYcj do you keep thèse compromising memoranda se 
carefully ? " 

''In the event of a 'bust-up' wlth the authorities, my 
clients» who ail hold good positions, are bound to stick 
up for me to avoid seeing their names made public pro- 
perty. " 

One of the best known members of the profession is 
" The Belgîan Woman," who keeps a house of assignation 
in the Rue Condorcet. She knows what she is about, and 
lets furnîshed rooms by the hour, or for " ail night. '' 
Some of thèse brîng her in often as much as forty fraacs 
a day I 
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At an address in the Rue du Faubourg Saint Denis, a 
vénérable Countess — a real one, mind you I — ^Madame de 
X...y kept till lately a sham agency ^* for the purchase and 
négociation of pawn-tickets. " She was very well known 
among the workgirls of the neighbourhood, who used to 
call her ^* Auntie. " She was in the habit of enticing little 
lassies of from twelve to sixteen to her house, where she 
induced them to buy articles of jewellery on crédit, and 
eventually put them in the power of senile satyrs. She was 
arrested, but almost immediately released again ; too many 
would hâve been compromised, if the matter had been 
pushed home. She is settled quietly in Belgium now, where 
she lives at her ease. She is on the committee of the 
'' Association of Charitable Ladies, " connected with the 
Cathedral Church of Sainte Gudule, and takes to her new 
work with religious unction. ''* 

Not far from the Bourse is to be found another '' house 
of convenience, " a wonderful example of ingenious 
and successful organization. It happened once that the 
mistress of this establishment was den#unced to the police, 
and several raids were made on her premises. Nothing fur- 
ther came of it, however, the afiair being hushed up, and 
for the same reason. 

This temple ofjoy was supplied with ** raw material " 
by quite an original dodge. Its ** purveyors " were in the 
habit of passing themselves oiF as charitable ladies con- 
nected with various philanthropie Societies. In this way they 
would visit systematically the poor districts of the Halles 
Montmartre, Belleville and Menilmontant, gaining a re^ 

w«»eo. s 



tJp WOMETi THAT PA8S W THB TaOfHT 

acccss to familles and workrooms wherc young women are 
employed. Distributing some trifling alms hère and there, 
they would get girls to meet them at such and such a place 
and then take them to head-quarters. What followed can 
easily be guessed. 

Again there are a number of so-called ** Dramatic 
Agencies» " and '' Musical Agencîes,'*' which are nothing 
more nor less than agencies for procuration and clandestine 
prostitution. In this case the method of enticing young 
girls présents absolutely no risk* No need to send re- 
cruiters to their homes or to inveigle them on the streets ; 
they come in of their own accord, and âge makes no odds 
whatever, though the average ranges between twelve and 
twenty. 

If the relatives, though this seldom happens — ^unless 
indeed it touches their pocket — protest and make coin- 
plaints, *• What do you mean? " is the Procuress's ready 
answer. •* Why do you come to me? Your daughter ap- 
plied to my agency for a situation. My books are in 
order " — asthey always are. ** I procured your chîld an* 
opportunity of making her living ; no fault of mine if she's 
taken to bad ways. It's no part of my business to look 
after her outside this room." The law is perfectly helpless 
under thèse circumstances. . 

Madame Denoyelle, one of the most experienced vét- 
érans of the profession, grown old in harness, draws her 
*• pensionnaires" in summer from the Jardin de Paris; at 
other times from the Moulin Rouge. She is a ** sweater " 
of the worst kind, charging her gentlemen momentary 
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paying gucsts twenty-live louis, and gnring only five to 
die defraiidcd cocoHe. The bttcr are pcrfecdy aware of 
this ; but thcre*s no iack of petitioncrs fer aO that bcgging 
'* work " in her temple of Venus. This graqMng go- 
between is very well off, as roay be su^iosed under tliese 
circunislanccs I 

In the nei^^ibourhood of a certain well-known tavem 
of the Rue des Martyrs may l>e seen any evening about 
eight o'clock a young girl of twdve, mth the figure of a 
lîttle woman. She wears, of course, short petticoats, 
shawîng a superib pairof legs, with superbly moulded 
calves ; her pretty dailc hair is arranged in plaits tied up 
with a red ribbon. She walks slowly, stopping frequently 
before shop-windows and carefully examining the articles 
exposed for sale. Not unnaturally her striking appear- 
ance nudces the passers-4>y look round and stare. As soon 
as one of them starts to follow her, she walks rapidly olF 
in die direction of home. Just as she steps over the thresh- 
old of the outside door, the child tums round and the 
man stops. Instantly a woman he had not noticed walking 
behind him, taps him on the shoulder. Astonishmefnt of 
the manl 

*' Sîrl that is my daughter, " she exdaims; ** she's 
very young, but don't let that frighten you. If you'd 
like to come upstairs a moment to rest after your walk, 
whîch must hâve madc you a lîttle eut of breath ? " 

The man consents, and they mount to the third floor. 
No sooner îs he seated than the chîld is off, under pre- 
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tence of taking an urgent message to a neighbotir. Ten 
minuteSy half an hour — and there are no signs of her 
coming back-The mother storms — •• Little wretch 1 Thcsc 
kids never thînk of anything else but playing about the 
streets I A moment, sir I 111 call her in» " So saying, she 
throws open the window and calls at the top of her voice, 
•* Victorinel Victorinel "but entirely without effect. 
Then the mother tums to the '' gentleman, " who is be- 
ginning to be suspicious. ** Tiil the child comes back, 
would you Ifke me to amuse you, sir? " The trtck îs 
done ; the giri has gone really to pick up another bawdy 
fellow of the same sort, and the same little comedy will 
be presently re-enacted for his benefît. 

The faishionabie procuress follows her clients. After 
the Grand Prîze week, the latter leaves Paris for various 
waterîng-places; so she and her *' houssehold " must foi- 
low suit. Still a whole host of précautions must be ob- 
served ; she sends out a private and confidential circular 
saying that the business will be conducted as usual, and 
that she has on hand a very spécial assortment of fine tea- 
roses, always fresh and constantly renewed. To prevent 
the possibilîty of mistake or unnecessary trouble on the 
part of her customers, her '* boarders " sport a bunch of 
tea-roses at the waist. Accounts may be settled daily or 
nightly at discrétion. 

Orange-blossom has never so iar been chosen for this 
purpose, but no doubt its turn will come presently. 

1 hâve plenty more of thèse establishments on my llst, 
but as they présent no spécial characteristics, 1 will re- 
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fnân from pnticdarâii^ thcm fàrdicr. Nor ts it ncce»- 
saury, as the prcscnt ejmmcTation is in no way. intendcd, 
let me say once agaii*» a^ ^ guàét^iook — for which rca- 
son 1 do nof givc the niimbers of streets mentioned — but 
f s presented merely as a matter of stati^lks to show the 
reasons why the number of the licensed hrothels is so com- 
paratîvely small, and thatof clandestine convenient puUîc 
harems so large. 

Aj^n, 1 mi^t hâve enlarged at considérable lenglh on 
the " ^y-hole " hoiises»but where wasthe use? 1 should 
be telling thcise " in the know " nothing fîresh, while 
the uninitiated are much better left In their prisHne 
ignorance. 

IBlio would suppose there could be '* spy-hole " ama- 
teurs ready and able to do a bit of ** bilking '* on oc- 
casion, seeing thèse gentry are aways made to pay up in 
advance, as you do at the play ? Nevertheless some of 
them hâve found means to enjoy their pastime free, gratis, 
and for nothing I 

Immediately opposite the Office of the Treasury 
Department are several hôtels patronised by the cream of 
foreign society when in Paris, and especially by the 
English. Everybody has heard how fond Englishmen are of 
fresh water. From their most tender ycars thcy are 
trained to its use, and the first thing every morning they 
carefully wash themselves from head to foot. In summer- 
time, having noticed thatthe Windows over^the way were 
always shut and that the clerks never arrived till about 
tcn o'clock, the Anglo-Saxon visitors to the Gay City got 
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intoihe habit of leaving their Windows wîde open while 
in^rbrming theîr ablutions. 

A clerk^ who had obscrved this, used to tîme his 
arrivai better.Having reached his office very early, he would 
ensconce himself behind the curtains and from that coign 
of vantage spy upon the adorable daughters of Albion let- 
ting down their yellow tresses, slippingoflF their ** nighties, " 
or the last rampart of pudicity, finally appearing lîke Venus 
rising fîrom the Strand. So far so good ; but this Peeping 
Tom \K(as not satisfied yet. He could see a good deal, 
but not ail he wanted, for the street is a wide one, and 
sundry détails 1 need not further allude to were beyond 
his range. So he bought a ship's télescope, and set it up 
in a dark corner. This time nothing escaped him, down 
to the smallest détail, and he even caught sight of îndis- 
creet lovers who had corne to help in the minutiae of the 
toilette. 

At last, one fine day, he was surprised by the Deputy 
Chief of his Department in the act of watching a little 
scène generally played at night only and in the strictest 
privacy. He felt a hand on his shoulder, and heard his 
superior's voîce saying wonderingly : 

** What the deuce are you after there ? " 

** Looking at the moon, sir I " 

** The moon ? Well, you're doing a 'bilk' anyhow 1 " 

And the Deputy Chief-Clerk, who was a bit of a gay 
dog himself, instead of reprimanding his subordinate for 
his înquisitiveness, hummed over softiy the famous *' Ode 
tothe Moon, " which runs as follows: 
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\n one word, after a gallant résistance, the place sur- 
rendered. - , ' 

TTic Prince oifered her mone/, which she reftised in- 
dîgnantly. " You must not fhink of such a thing, " she 
declared. 

** Well then, my dear madame, you must let memake 
you a présent. " : . 

" Certainly not, Prince! 1 am amply paîd as- it is. •'... 

Herr von Bismarck, having been exïfemdy well satisr 
fied, wjthoutthe expenditure of a iarthing, 'did not iail to 
come back again before long. 

Same preliminary résistance as last time. The only 
différence was that, it being summer weather, ail the 
lady had on was a chemise of the fînest muslin,^so trans- 
parent she might as well hâve worn nothing at ail. The 
Iron Chanceilor, to be in the fstshion, stripped himself 
as bare as she, only keeping his boots on. Then she 
started to Vun round and round the sofa, with the Prince 
after her and making ineffectuai grabs to lay hold of her. 
In vain ; she slipped between his hands like an eel, till 
at last weary of résistance, she threw herself back on the 
cushions, and with sublime shamelessness, drew apart 
her white, massive thighs. Exposing the mysterious mark 
of her sex, half hidden by a dense undergrowth, she held 
out her superbly-moulded arms to her lover of the mo- 
ment as she called to him to transfix her with the ruby- 
headed stiff spear which had long been threatensng her. 
"Vhen the furious encounter was over, he again oflered 
her a présent, y hîf ^ . she once more refused. 
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Some time afterwards, Prince von Bismarck found out 
he had simply been playing tKe part of a buiFoon for the 
satisfaction ôF other people. In the felds of the vclvet .«v 
hangings were concealed tiny, almost imperceptible little 
peep-holes, allowing a round dozen spectators at one and 
the same time to enjoy the sight, and among the p^epers 
on that occasion there were, as the great man leamed to 
his infinité chagrin, an ambassador, two ministers in the 
cabinet of Napoléon ]I1., and a distinguished General. 

Bismarck was justly indignant and swore he would 
avenge the insuit. Bitter thought — to hâve been seen in 
this guise, stark naked and in top-boots — truly an un- 
dignified get-up for the High Chancellor of the German 
Confédération 1 

He swore he would avenge himself, and he did it 
cnielly 1 

At the moment of writlng, the ** Courrier Français, ^' 
a Parisian paper, was giving a masked bail at the Elysée 
Montmartre, invitations to which were in great demand. 
My friend and colleague, Jules Roques, the editor-pro- 
prietor, was so badgered for tickets he had to refuse ad- 
mittance to everyhody. The previous year, us; the witty 
song-writer, Mac Nab, and some of the chief members 
of the ** Duffer's Cltib, " a crowd of choice spirîts, had 
visited the same dance in company. 

On that occasion, I happened to be sitting in front of 
a small table facing an immense mirror. Not far fronime . 
two women were seated opposite each other at another 
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table, slowly and scîentîfically enjoying a bottle of Cham- 
pagne. From where I was/l could not seetheir faces, but 
1 could admire at my ease the vîew of their magnîficent 
shoulders reflected în the mirror. 

Bothwere tall, and wore fine silkstockîngsof a maroon 
colotir wîth embroîdered clocks, showing otf the leg to 
advantage, and their small feet were encased in satin slip- 
pers. Their dresses were of similar material : white satin 
with a small bright-coloured flower pattern. Both had 
trains, and the corsage, freely eut away, displayed bosoms 
of snow. It was a miracle thatthe frockshung upon their 
shoulders at ail, so slight was the attachment left, dis- 
playing bare arms, with a charming dimple at the elbow. 
Their hands were small and plump. They were extremely 
décolkfé behind, so much so that a daring eye might hâve 
almost made out the first outlines of the loins. No jewel- 
lery ; only a plain black velvet ribbon at the throat, con- 
trasting well with the whiteness of the skin. Their hairwas 
dressed in the same Marie-Antoinette mode, with three 
white plumes that fell gracefully over their magnificent 
dark tresses, of more than ebony blackness. 

As it was getting on for morning, 1 made bold to in- 
vite them to supper at the ** Abbaye de Thélème, " the 
famous restaurant on the Place Pigalle, an invitation they 
made no bones about accepting at once. 

It was dry, rather cold weather, and as the fresh atr 

could not but do me good, we started on foot ; nor is it 

. any great distance from the ISlyséè Montmartre to the 

Abbaye. 1 took one under either arm, making myself as 
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the stytng goes into '' a basket with two handles. " The 
beautifiil créatures cuddled up close to me — ^so dose» that 
I could feel the wartnth oF their bodies through their 
wraps. For myself 1 was freezing, and fbund ît an inter- 
minable long way to the promised land of the Abbaye 1 

At last 1 caught sight of the man in unifbrm who kept 
the door. 

We were offered a private room — ^the magnificent Louis 
XV. dîning saloon. It made a splendid setting for the two 
grand goddesses. 

1 could hardly eat, so consumed was 1 with admir- 
ation ; and 1 confess I found the supper tedious. 

Vith patience, and a good deal of it, the dessert was 
at length reached. 1 told the waiter I would ring for the 
bill presently — and to my great joy found myself alone 
with my charmers. 

Imitating Mons. Clément on occasion of the famous 
Boulangist conspiracy, 1 set to work on a minute and 
conscientious examination, though without any officiai 
paraphenalia of solemnity. 

When my investigations in the mysterious under-world 
of my couple of laughing Cleopatras were complète, I 
uttered a horrid cry of indignation, fury and dîsappoint- 
ment. 1 had just come across what the love-lorn Héloîse 
could not find about Abelard's person after the barbarous 
act of the Canon Fulbert. 

** Great HeavensI You are menl " 1 gasped. 

** Why, certainlyl " theyreturned with a simper, tap- 
ping their finger-tips with their fans. 
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1 would fain hâve doubted their word, and take it ail 
as a poor sort of joke; but nol the proofs were too pal- 
pable. 

1 Ibnged to let fly, to shout '* Police! Murderl " but 
on second thoughts, 1 determîned to put a good lace on 
ît, and get what '' copy " 1 could out of the advénture. 

•* What name do they call you? " 1 enquîred of one 
of them. 

** Yalentine, nicknamed *The Duchess.' " 

•* And your friend? " 

" Léa, 'The Alarchioness.' " 

*' And you make thîs your business — attending dances 
to pick up sodomites? ** 

*' Oh, nol We only came for the sake oF amusement; 
we don't need to do it for a livelihood. We are 'kept' in 
every luxury, Valentine by one of the wealthiest bankers 

în Paris; and myself by General X Besides we give 

performances in the assignation-houses. " 

** How do you mean? " 

'Mn the houses where the 'lookers-on' pay to peep 
through the spy-holes. " 

** You form your living picture with men?" 

'• Not necessarily. We are 'active' or 'passive' ac- 
cordingtocircumstances — whafs the odds ? Only if we take 
the active part, we dress to please the customer. " 

" Dress? What do you mean? 

** Don't you remeber that aflair in the Rue Montaigne 
lately? When the police raided the place, the wardrobe 
was found to contain complète costumes for a Bishop, an 
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Attorncy-GcjienJ, a soldicr, a aailor, and so on. Thèse 
were for the ptorpose 1 tell you abotit. " 

'* And 7 tell you the whole thing is odious and abom- 
inablel " 

*' Tastes and colours, it's no use arguing abotit, " the 
pair replied with one voice. 

*' Taste indeedl " 1 cricd. ** l>m positively leave a 
nasty taste in my mouth, and l'm oiFl " 

As for colour — ^the waitcr soon saw the colour of my 
money, to the tune of one hundred and fifry francs. But 
1 do not regret the expense. 

Sometimes the parents themselves begin the moral ruin 
of their children. The necessity of keepi ng up a style of 
living iar beyond what their income justifies often throws 
them straight into the arms of some artful procuress» or 
brings them into the power of the keepers of houses of 
an even lower class. 

Quite recently three women appeared in one of the 
Police Courts, charged with shop-lifting at a large 
drapery and novelty emporium — a mother and her two 
daughtersl 

Thèse ladies lived în good style, gave big dinner par- 
ties and had their ** At Home" day; after a dinner 
party,the company wouldplay roulette. Thisfsimily rented 
a flat at some 3ooo francs (£120) a year, not far firomthe 
Madeleine, and had two ** paying guests, " young men of 
excellent family, whose board and lodging amounted to 
3oo francs (£1 2) a month each. Thèse ladies, old and young, 
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were hîghly thought of among their neighbours, and 
vîsited very respectable families. On Sunday they never 
mîssed Church, and had a réputation for piety. 

One day — ^ala5 1 — ^they were caught red-handed, and in 
spite of powerful influence brought to bear in their favour, 
the Judges did their duty, refusing to be biassed in any 
way. The mother was^condemned to a year's imprison- 
ment;the daughters each to one month in gaol. 

Public opinion could hardly fail to commiserate, and 
did so, two poor young girls thus led away by their 
mother's influence and exemple, over-persuaded, too, to 
commit a dishonest act. 

Some time later, one of them met in an aristocratie 
drawingHTOom in the Faubourg Saint Germain a young 
and fascinating scion of an old and honoured family, and 
it ended by his proposing marriage to her. 

After flve months of married life, she made application 
before the civil courts for an order of judicial séparation 
against her husband, whom she described as being dis- 
solute and violent. 

The husband would inevitably hâve lost his case, had 
he not luckily in the very nick of time lighted upon some 
delightfiil letters forming part of a correspondence not 
a little compromising to a young lady of society. 

The first of thèse is apparently from an oflicer. 

" Amélic-lcs-Bains, Feb. 3rd. 

" Marie — my dcar littlc woman, 
" Fancy your asking me if 1 want to write to you privately 1 You must 
know that tt is my greatest delight to be private and atone with you 
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altogcthcr^ whcM distances makc it possible — «nd fmiling that, to be 
aione in your hcsit. 1 think of you sgmin snd agsin in thèse long, 
idie dsys, when 1 shotdd hsve so much free time to dévote to you, if 
only you were toithm reach, and would meet me, as you used, at the 
Fontaine Saint-MicheJ. Do you rcmcmber? 1 do. 1 always vividJy 
recall that UMe escapade of ours, and ihe oiher orne ioo, eh l darling 7 
I can biing up every détail in my mind's eye as clear as if it were 
yesterday. 

" I hâve not fbrgotten a single thing oiatt we did, and att fht en- 
joytÊent tôt had iogeiber. But it is long ago now I Months hâve elapsed 
since thai tatf time, and ve hâve noi heen happy, not reàUy and property 
happy, for sucha while 1 But I love it— don't you 7 I tell you I can never 
weary of your cartius and your iK(*et and ail our pUasant toays.Thzrcs 
not a tingU spot in att your wboU hody Vve not hved» and 1 give you 
my Word 7 toauld like to hegin att over again ! 

*' Why can't you come |ust now and again to spend a few hours 
with me 7 I cannot tell you how 7 bunger and thint after your sweet 
self. The lact is I ha^e been fasting such a terrible long time that I 
hâve a ptrfectly wotfisb appetite, and when Tm in bed 7 feel poiitivety 
iU with longing, 1 assure you. And you, my pet— are you as fanciful 
a little woman as ever 7 

" Do you ever wear tbe little hlue pettiooat now, andf^ musiin 
chemise ? Or do you keep ail that for bigb days and boHdayt ? 

" Good-bye, dsrling - one of my hett, wet kù*^ lo you !" 

" Maurice D '' 

1 cannot say whether thîs hi^-bred damse] had kept 
** the little Mue pettîcoat, " and ** the muslîn chemise, " 
for tfie ** hîgh days " of her marrîage ; but it seems un- 
likely, to judge by the followîng letter addressed to a no- 
torious procuress. 

" Monday, lo o'clock/' 
" Dearest, 
< ' 1 fully intended to hâve been to see you yesterday, at^d hoped to 
hâve some good news to tell you. But alas 1 no such luck— nothing 
but defeat ail along the linc l 1 feel perfcctly savage. I went there 
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Wcdnesday, though not in the luorning as agreed upon ; for my usual 
ill-fortline pursues me and 1 was ill the night before. 

" Later on in the day 1 ran over, though still far from well. He 
had been waiting for me ail the morning and was disposed to be 
more than charming, the dear man. Imagine my feelings, when 1 was 
forced to refuse. He was not at ait pleased. However, 1 was so nice 
and amiable and cbarming that he ended by asking me to meet hira 
next morning at half-past nine to bave a sbort Urne togetber. 1 arrive 

punctually after doing mysclf up to rigbts, and 1 feel furious still 1 

He can't receive me, and Tve got to wait till theend of the week — 
Frsday forenoon 1 

" And not a bleued sou in the house I Papa in a vile temper, and 
nothing whatever going on, înto the bargain I 

" Say a prayer for me that my good tuck may corne back again, tike 
two months ago. The only thing was, it was so soon over, and 1 didn't 
half take advantage of it. Still 1 hâve my hopes. He wants me to be 
his little wife for good and ail. Only he Is so plaguey long in making 
up bis mind. Still, if he wil^only give me something to wait on, 1 will 
not preu bim, he may rest assured, and 1 will love him no end *' 

" Yours devotedly, 

" MARIE. " 

It was only aftcr readîng thîs edîfyîng correspondence 
that the unfortunaté husband called to mind how women 
of suspicious appearance, whom his wîfe used to introduce 
as old schoolfellows, had been for ever comîng aboutthe 
house. 

The school they came from taught other subjects than 
the every day currîculum, and was kept by no less a per- 
son than the iniamous Madame Leroy, professor of a 
science not recognized in most scholastic courses! 
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CHAPTER XI 

v Surpirîsc-ïihops. " — The Magîstrare aîid " Th€ 
Old Curiosîty Shop. — ' 1 want my change t " — An 
Airy Cosiume for a Hot Diy. — An Awkward Advcn- 



If thc houses of clandestine îmmoralîty wage an înter- 
necîne war of fierce compétition as against th^ lîcènsed 
brothelsy thèse last we shall see hâve a no less formidable 
struggle to face with the dealers in perfumery, tollet ar- 
ticles, books, photographs, and nicknacks, as well as with 
a host of pretended traders in pictures and curios. 

AI] places of this class are known under one generic 
name as " surprise-shops. " 

What can the authorities do to abate the nuisance? 

Absolutely nothîng. What is the use of closing them, 
when the very next day fresh ones will pop up ready to 
open under a new name ? 

A little adventure which happened the other day to one 
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of otir best known magistrafes will show the modus operandi. 

The judicîal magnate in question is an enthusiastîc col- 
lector of cutîosîties and wofks of art. Oriental bric-à-brac^ 
tapestry, ancient weapons and bronzes are hîs specialitîes, 
and he possesses a perfectly marvellous assortment of ail 
thèse. 

He is for ever stopping to gaze into the Windows of 
second-hand shops, and knows by heart every^ treasure 
exposed for sale from the Palais de Justice to theremotest 
corner of the exterior Boulevards. 

One day on hîs walk home from the law-courts, he 
altered his usual route and went by the Chaussée d'Antin 
for a change. In front of No. — , his eye caught some very 
attractive pièces of tapestry ticketed at cxtrem^ mo- 
derate priées. 

Corning nearer, he discovered in the window aniong 
other articles a cup of hammered bronze, the very ori- 
ginal shs^ of which fascinated him the instant he clapped 
eycs on it. 

He went in, and was received by two very pretty 
women who came forward at once with an cngaging air of 
wishîng to oblige in any way. * 

His thoughts fixed on his contemplated purchase, he 
paid scant attention to the saleswomen. 

'* How much is that bronze cup in the window? " 

'• Tcn francs ! " 

It was a more nothing. The worthy magistrate drew a 
hundred-franc (£4) note from his pocket, and handed it 
to one of the women. 
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*' WîII you please stcp thîs way, sir — for your change, " 
she then saîd. 

. FoUowing the shop-woman, he soon found himself in 
a pretty boudoir, with mirrors ail round the walls and a 
thick, soft carpet on the floor. A sofa and somecushioned 
settees completed the furniture. 

Much suprised, he awaited developments. 

The woman threw her arms round his neclc, and clasped 
him în a warm, perfiimed embrace, covering hîs face with 
deiîrious kîsses. 1 must omit the détails of the scène that 
followed and only chronîcle the concluding conversation. 

At length, '* 1 tell you 1 want my change, and 1 want 
my bronze cup, and 1 don't want anything else, " said 
he, in a tone admitting of no further parley. 

The two sirens instantly adapted themselves to circum- 
stances on findîng they had mîstaken their man, giving the 
amateur his change and his coveted curio. 

He took no action and the house was not closed. 

In former days, the passages of the Opéra and other 
like arcades and covered footways were exclusively 
aifected by shops for the sale of gloves and perfumery. 

The powers that be stepped in, however, and shut them 
up compulsorily, threatening to prosecute the owners 
under an old police bye-law. 

A well-known shop for the sale of perfumery — and 
other more or less sweet-smelling thin^ — existed for- 
merly în the Passage de l'Opéra, and it was kept by a 
Mdlle. O...., a dazzling demirep. The police raided the 
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premîses one fine afternoon and în the back shop dis- 
covered a youngwoman in the actof helpîng a big school- 
boy to try on a pair of gloves. For this opération, she 
had chosen a decidedly free and easy costume — for she 
was stark naked. The nude goddess was taken into cus^ 
tody. Imagine the astonishment of the examining judge 
when she informed him she was a married woman, with 
four chiidren, and nièce of a high officiai in one of the 
government offices. 

*' But why,, " queried the magistrate, ** were you so 
lightly clad?" 

" Because it wassuch a hot dayl " was her unblushing 
reply. 

At the very same address, in i885, a society lady met 
with a very annoying adventure. 

A woman ot easy virtue, named P , owned the shop 

at that date; but as she had been in ill health for some 
considérable time, she had ehtrusted the business to a 
friend of hcrs of the same kidney — a pretty blonde. For 
ail that, she enjoyed coming at fréquent intervais to re- 
visit the scène of her former triumphs. 

For sometime, the police authorities had had an eye on 
the place, and one evening three détectives were on watch 
in the immédiate neighbourhood, when they saw Mdlle. 

P arrive in company with a fashionably-dressed and 

attractive-looking young lady — who, however, as a matter 
of fact, was in absolute ignorance of the ill-repute of the 
establishment. 



»So irOMBJi THXr VJISS ITi THE TilGHT 

The détectives at onceconcluded the visltorswcre '* gay " 
women, being further confirmed in their suspicions by 
the fact of two gentlemen having entered previously. 
\/hile one officer went oflF to wam the Commissary of 
Police of the district, the other two lefr behind kept the 
door against the women's escape. 

Before the Commissary, the whole truth came out. 

Mdlle P 's friend was released, while she herself, as 

mistress of the house, was sent to jail to await her trial. 

Some three hundred shops of this sort may be counted 
in Paris. The women who nin them seldom ** work " 
themselves ; nor is the reason far to seek. Customers are 
for ever asking for ** something new, " and something 
new they must hâve — or the business gocs to the dogs. 
Not that there is any difliculty in keeping up the supply ; 
there are a hundred applicants for every vacancy, and the 
" trying-on room " is never short of hands. 



THE END OF VOL. 1. 
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CHAPTER 1 
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— Too Plain. — " Not too niuch overdone, please ! " 



A]l Paris wîll know who 1 mean, so 1 need not gîve 
tke lady's name. 

She was origînally a brunette» and a downright fine 
woman. 

Vhen she first a]>peared on the stage at the Variétés, 
^le made quîte a sensation ; and ît did not need a télescope 
to see she was going to rise to the tip-top of the tree. 
She wore her hair in plain bands, as the Virgin is re- 

Womtn II. ( 
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prescnted in pictures. Her heavy blue-black locks and long 
eyelaihes that veiled thesplendour of her magnificent eyes 
gave ker whole countenance an aspect of ineilable candour 
and innocence. 

She tooked the image of maiden modesty — she wa$ a 
new priestess of love and a most ardent one. 

From the Variétés Théâtre she passed over to the 
Odéon. She appeared for a while at the Gymiûise, then 
went on tour in America. 

Since her retum to this side of the Atlantic, she has 
given up the stage, or else the stage has given her up. 
She has becoms an atithoress, if you pleasel 

A distinctive mark that may further aid in identification, 
lll-natured and indiscreet persons who share her favours 
déclare that at the psychological moment she is in the 
habit of testilying her satisfaction by a sortof music that 
was the glory of Armand Silvestre. 

* One night a Prince» the Prince of Q , had claimed 

her hospitality,which had nothing of Scotch frugality about 
it, you may be sure -— nor yet of Scotch generosity . AU 
the time she kept on saying again and again, ** Are you 
satisiied. Prince? Are you satisiied?'' 

** No, l'm not 1 " the Prince blurted out at last, *• and 
l'm ofF. 1 shall catch a bad cold else. " 

'• What do you mean?" 

*• That rattling of castanets gcts on my nerves horribly, 
for l'm not used to it. You should really, my dear, con- 
fine yourself to Spaniards — or make up your mind to 
live on the sands I " 
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" 1 reaily don't understand you." * 

" No wîsh to huit yotir feelings, but one can positîvely 
smell the sea frombere, you knowl " 

However, the day was to corne when wîth ail her ^fts 
of passion and ardour she was to meet her master. 

The circumstances were as foUows. 

KhalJl-Pasha desîred to add the faîr lady's name and 
virgîna] renown to hîs list of conquests, already a long one 
wîthout countîng hîs harem trîumphs. 

Neither ambassadors, diplomatie palavers, nor protocols 
were requîred in the aflair. A plain offer, supported by 
reasons ** of weight, " began and ended the négociations. 

The lady was eager and ready to pocket the hij[h fee 
promised, but somehow the Pasha» in spite of the broad 
hints he received, Icept on continually putting oiF till to- 
morrow the exécution of his project. 

At last came a crisis when he must stand to his guns, 
or be set down as a rival of the famous Abelard. 

Khalil-Pasha had made the acquaintance on the Long- 
champs racecourse of the iamous Doctor Thévenet» and 
the latter, a society man and a gay dog» had been ap- 
pointed his body-physician. The Pasha now wrote to his 
medico to come to see him '* on urgent business, " and on 
Tliévenet's arrivai accosted him to this effect : 

<< I hâve an assignation, doctor, for to-night with Mdlle. 
X " 

<* The deuçe you havel But that's serious I " was 

Thévenet's rejoinder.** She's the devil and ail — ^she is ! " 

*' ] know she is, and that's where the',troub]e cornes in 
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— more especially as l'in getting along for forty, after 
keeping a harem of fifty ftivourites goîngsînce I was twenty- 
fivel Between friends, 1 am ready to allow that — er — 
Tm a trifle — ahem I — ttred, you know — a bit sluJcen 
even, if you must hâve it. 1 want you to give me some- 
thing to make me — er — er — well 1 — a few years 
youngerl " 

•* Neverfearl " exclatmed Thévenet confidently. •' VM 
get you a little prescription made up, and send it along. 
Ask the lady to dinner, then at dessert slip out on some 
excuse and drink a small liqueur«-glass full of the contents. 
A couple of hours later, we'll see what we s2uf//see 1 " 

The same evening, that btg private room, the cele- 
brated No. 1 6, at the Café Anglais, wasall ablaze with lights. 
Khalil-Pasha was dining there with some choice spirits. 

At dessert, according to the arrangement, he withdrew 
for a moment and uncorked his phial of rejuvenescence. 

Suddenly a happy thought struck him : *' 1 tdd the 
doctor 1 was a trifle tired, a bit overwrought even. 1 told 
him a lie. 1 am more than shaken a trifle — l'm ' played 
outl ' None of your liqueur-glasses for me; l'il drink a 
full tumbler of the stufl^. " 

He gulpedit down, and rejoined the company, who, gen- 
tlemen and ladies alike, were rapidly growing more and 
more rampageous. After an hour of this uproarious gaiety 
and at the sight of the wealth of opulent shoulders and three^ 
quarter-bared bosom displayed before his eyes with ail 
the mute persuasiveness of naked female flesh, Khalil be- 
gan to feel himself in great form — excellent form, qui te 
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extraordinary good form. In his turn, he grew urgent, so 
much so that he abruptly left his guests, taking the beati- 
tiful brunette along wîth hîm. 

In the carrîage, she had ail the trouble in the world to 
make him remember his rank and dignîty, so as to prevent 
his behaving lîke those homeless amateurs of the weaker 
sex who take a cab to shelter their Fugitive amours. 

At long last, at two in the morning, they were fairly in 
bed. Great Scott 1 what a night of lurid lasciviousness it 
was — never ending 1 

Next morningy towards ten o'clock, the maid entered on 
tip-toe, bringingthe traditional cup of perfumed chocolaté. 
She found her mistress lying, half dead and groaning, full 
length on the carpet in a state of almost complète 
nudity. 

The sight of the maid revived Khalil's passion. He 
sprang out of bed and rushed at her to seize the chocolaté 
from her hands and show her how he had vanquished her 
mistress during long hours passed in Cupid's arena. At 
the sight of the weapon with which this gallant Oriental 
potentate had entered the lists of love, the soubrette sets 
up a piercing scream, which brings the man-servant on the 
scène. But seeing the state of the Pasha as he triumphantly 
waved his sceptre, the varlct flcd in abject terror, recal- 
ling the legendary habits of turbaned Turks. 

Thévenet was summoned in ail haste, and soon had his 
patient in a tepid bath and afterwards administered very 
vigorous médical treatment, incluflîng strong doses of bro* 
mide of potassium and camphor. In the course of a few 
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hours the patient came back to his normal condition oî a 
Pasha '' a bit shaken " in condition, though he felt the 
efFects oFwhat had taken place for the rest of his natural 
life. As for the lady, it took a month and more before she 
quite got over the shock she had endured. 

In telling the story to her comrades, she always ended 
by saying emphatcially : 

'' l'm quite aware Khalil is one of the highest digni- 
taries of his native land — a big man — a pasha of three 
tails. But if you were to give me a hundred thousand 
francs, 1 wouldn't pass such another nightl! " 

A funny adventure happened to her one day. She was 
by way of holding a house-warming, and was anxious to 
^invite some of those young men of letters (if they are 
worthy of the name) who are willing to pay for their dsnner 
by a few lines of compliment which they slip in surrepti- 
tiously among the jokes and indecencies of the little smart 
journals devoted to the chronicles of the half--world in the 
Gay City. The lights of love get a gratis advertîsement 
and a little cheap notoriety by thèse means. But she found 
herself dragged in différent directions by two opposite 
promptings — those of love of approbation on the one hand 
and avarice on the other. In this strait she hîtupon an 
ingenious middle course. 

She invited two or three of her lady friends, good- 
natured girls with plenty of small talk, and two of the 
tribe of scribbling young chaps, or ** inkpot fleas/' as an 
eminent literary craftsman used to call them. The whole 
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menu consîsted of only soup, jugged hare and salad. In the 
very mîddle oF thîs sumptuous banquet, a loud ring at the 
bdl was heard.The door opened, and there stood Hector 
de Callîas, a celebrated pressman. His first words were : 

' < l'm as hungry as a hunter ! " 

•* But there's absolutely nothîng leftl " declared the 
mîstress of the house. 

'* Oh 1 well, gîve the man something or the other to eat 
anyhow I " put in one oF the ladies. 

^îth a very ill grâce the Fair and dyed hostess had his 
wants supplîed ; whereupon he Fell to and ate and dranlc 
copiously. As she had '' a Friend " to receive about eight 
o'clock, she begged her guests to take a turn till ten, at 
which hour supper would be served. 

The young lady who had stood up For the hungry Callia^ 
Feeling annoyed, took the poor Fellow's arm on leaving 
the house and oiTered to take him to '' The Nimble Rab- 
bît, " the sîgn oF a tavern kept by one Saitz. The place in 
question is now known as '' The Murderess, " and is run 
by a Fascinating charmer, Adèle. There the journalistes 
Female champion ordered a very tasty di'nner, with red 
herrings and a salad oF cold haricot beans. Callias ate like 
an ogre and drank to correspond, till when it was getting 
on For halF-past nine he was royally drunk. 

They chartered a conveyance, and as the clock struck 
ten were back.at Mdlle. X 's. 

Hector sat down on a couch ; and presumably the hari- 
cot beans did not agrée with the tavern wine. For no sooner 
was he installed than he wks as sick as a dog over the car- 
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pet ; splashîng furnîture, curtaîns and hangings ail about. 

'' You rotten pig I " screamed Mdlle. X , in a passion 

ofangerand dîsgust. ** Çouldn't you go somewhere else 
to work oflF your booze, you drunken, foui beast, you 1 " 

" Why — what's thc trouble ? " hiccupped Callias, with a 
ludicrous attempt at dignîty. '' You gave us a dînner, and 
1 wasn't going to wait a week to retum it — with haricot 
beans jnto the bargain I " 

So saying he made his exit, while the " friends of the 
house " squirmed with laughter, and the servant mopped 
up the famous haricot beans. 

Returning to the stage, she was engaged by an enter- 
prisingjmpresarîo for a grand starring tour in America. 
Her friends were sympathising with her: 

** Poor woman ! " said one, " she will be sea-stck. " 

•' Or die of yellow fever, " added another. 

" Don't you believe it, my dearsl" put in the sharp- 
tongued C... ** You bet she's ne ver had such a treat as 
this is going to be in ail hernatural; she's going to carry 
on at iifteen knots an hourl " (i) 

What follows might be entitled the '* History of Four 
Noble Damosels of the Court of Napoléon 111." It 
proves plainly that ail strumpets are not mère pretenders 
to high birth and noble blood. 

The date is about 1864, just when the Second JEmpire 



(1) This is apun, as obscène as it is difficult to translate. The 
French word for " knôt ** Is nœud. In Gallic slang, it also sti^nds 
for pemh. 
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was at its zénith, and lîfe was marked by an unbroken 
séries of festivities. 

W^c hear enough and to spare abotit '' Impérial Cor- 
ruption. " To judge by the scandais that fill the news- 
papers day after day , démocratie morals are not much bet- 
ter. It has always been the same, ** corruption " isnot a^ 
matter of this or that government, it arises from an in- 
finity of différent causes having nothing whatever to do 
with politjcs good, bad, or indiffèrent. Undôubtedly in the 
time of the Empire»some verygreat ladies,touse the phrase 
then in fashion, " were no better than they should be. " 

Of ail garrison towns in France^-of ail county towns — 
Versailles was the most sought after. v 

In fhree quarters of an hour, riding or driving; or in 
thirty minutes by express train» you were there. 

And then what a choice of — ahemi — flirts 1 Two régi- 
ments of Carbineers, the Artillery of the Guard, several 
battalions of Zouaves, a company or two of Light In- 
fantry, the troops on guard, two Lancer régiments, com- 
manded by young, rich ofiicers — it was enough to make 
any girl's — ^what shall 1 say? — ^mcuttwater. 

The Zouaves were less of a success than the others, if 
history tells true. Napoléon lll. beingdesirousof chang- 
îng the pattern of nether-garments wom by several of 
his régiments, had the new model tried on by one of 
the handsomest men from each division. On the ap- 
pointed day, he passed them ail in review under his own 
eyesto judge of the effect, being accompanied by several 
ladîes of the Court. 
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Dniwn up in a row were a *' Chasseur, " a *' Guide, " 
a Light-lnfantryman, a Grenadier, an Artilleryman, a 
Lancer, and last of ail, a Zouave. 

The Emperor, as he passed âlong the line, asked the 
iadies' opinion of each individually. 

Corning to the Zouave: ** And what do you think of 

thèse wJde breeches? " he saidto the Princess de R ; 

'' the soldier will be comfortable in tbem, I think. " 

** Bahl Noble hearts beat beneath their red trousers — 
but with breeches like that, " she replied, making a gri- 
mace of disgust, " you can never tell what the man's 
thinking! " 

At Versailles, Society rode hard and danced hard, and 
lived hard. The Iadies of Versailles, who were by no 
means like the city of Lille, deemed impregnable, were 
exposed to fréquent attacks. 

Four of them in particular were famous for going the 
pace. 

The fîrst was thedaughter of a nobleman, in command 
of a régiment. The second, nièce of a General Officer. 
The third, danghter of another General. The fourth and 
last, daughter of a distinguished painter then ail the 
fashion. 

Thèse young Iadies were mobbed ; from the subaltern 
to the Colonels in command, the whole army was at their 
tiny feet. To make a long story short, one fatal evening 
what was bound to happen sooner or later did really 
happen. 

A grand gala entertainment was being held at the Pre- 
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fecture of VersaHles. The Comte de Saint Marceau, as- 
sistée! by hischarmîng daughters and his secretary, Comte 
Allez-d'Arros, was doing the honours. 

The four beauties were ail there. Long ago their heart 
had made its choîce — to use the consecrated phrase in 
such cases. 

At supper, before the coHthny they were seen sittîng 
each by the side of her own happy swain. 

Supper ended, the couples were marshalled for the 
cotillon^ and names were called out:Mariay Léa, Suzanne, 
Henriette. 

But écho only answered. 

A fresh summons, but nothing came of -it. Not a trace 
was to be found of the fair defaulting quadrille. 

Immediately after supper, they slippçd away surrep- 
tîtiously, crossed the great Square and entered the Hôtel 
de la Chasse. There they changed their ball-dresses for 
walking costumes, which curiously enough, instead of 
beingquietly athome, happened to beat the Hôtel. TTiey 
drank oiF a hurried bumper of Champagne, to give them a 
little Dutch courage, and away with ail speed I 

Henriette and Suzanne got into a landau which was in 
waiting, and off, whip and spur, for Rambouillet! Maria 
spent the same night in a common-place bedroom at the 
Hôtel de la Chasse, and next day took up her abode in 
an élégant little establishment her lover had furnished in 
town. 

As for Léa, who was also to hâve been one in the little 
escapade, she was forced to give it up, fer that evening 
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oF ail others she was tô dance the cotillon wtth her iather, 
who kept her to ttme. 

Later on, she had her revenge. 

The day after thts threefold elopement, there was a 
fine crop of scandai, as may be supposed, at Versailles, 

At the différent officers' messes, on the public pro- 
menades, in the Avenues, in the Parks, everywhere and 
ail day long, conversation took some such fbrm as this : 

*• Haven't you heard? " 

-Nol What?" 

*' Maria, Suzanne, Henriette — you know? " 

- Well— what then? " 

*' Gone, disappeared, eloped— the whole three of 
them! " 

Then would fbllow the most varied exclamations of 
astonsshment and incredulity. 

" Absurd! tmpossiblel Incredible! A pack of liesl " 

For a whole month the thing was talked about and 
debated, but as last even the most unbelieving had to 
crédit the évidence. 

Maria lived five years in conjugal bliss with her lover, 
who eventually died of a wound received in a duel. She 
had two children by him. 

She became a millionairess by the death of one of her 
aunts, the Marquise de C... Her fortune tempted a Po- 

lish Count, the Count de K ki, who was wilKng to 

father her two children. 

Like the prophet Habbakuk, Polish Counts are 
** capable of anything. " 
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Suzanne went on the stage at xhc Variétés. She had 
the finest leg in Paris, which of coUtse ensured her a 
great and immédiate success. This led to an engagement 
at the Châtelet Théâtre, where she was the understudy 
of Madame Mariani, a sculptura] goddess of the stage, 
whose speciality was parts wîth little costume and still 
less Unes to recite. Suzanne delighted the eyes of ail 
spectators, and it was said of her that when she burst 
upon the scène under the ray of the limelight, the iirst 
three rows of the stalls resembled a field of asparagus. 

If she were asked how a woman of her birth and lîneage 
had come to this mixture of prostitution and poses plas~ 
HqueSf she always answered : 

** 'Pon my word, 1 don't know. 1 didn't care one bit 
for the fellow who iirst 'had' me. It was ail the fault of 
Henriette — that 1 sweari She dragged me into it. Any- 
how Tve given up my family motto now^nd taken the 
merry device, ' Begone dull carel ' After me the 
déluge 1 " 

Maria remained a whole fortnight with her lover. She 
left him to take up with a long-haired poet just imported, 
and within a month after her elopement was enjoying the 
luxurious émoluments of the Théâtre des Variétés. 

The poet in question, who has since made his way in 
the worldriding a more ordinary sort of steedthan Pega- 
sus, is know in the circle of accommodating Paris Venuses 
by the name of '' The Old Maid with the Golden Locks. " 

Like Mary Magdalen, Maria repented, finally en- 



a convcM. Hcr *' giy ** life lasied altogethtr eight 



As ior Hcsnctie, vlio ««s perfecdy channiiig and ex- 
octàmfgty »a«ght aftcr, die was asked in maniage by 
aoMc of tiie mom prafuaeat inoi tindcr the Second Em- 

Sbe refined Aristavciii Bey, becaiwe he was a Greek, 
slie sasd ; Ei^gène Fereire, liie big banker, who was crazy 
lo posscs» ker, beca pc he was phin and had been bap- 
tîsed — Jewbb hMkm — «ith a pmning-knîfe. And so 
wMi ail ker s»ton ; siie i cfasc d them one after the other 
on vanosspretexis, eadi Moiebu^iable than dte other. 

At last, when neariy twcnty-cigkt, she madetip her 
inind 10 many a Baron — a real one — who was a Captain 
of Gendarmerie attached to the lnq>erial Hitnt, the Baron 
de Y.... Aftcr hisdcath, she made her iéki/, but without 
other suoœss than a pietty woman can ahvays commande 
at the Folies Dramatiq[iics Théâtre under the transparent 
pseudonym of Mdlle. de Prelly. 

She eamed a great réputation as a Lesbian ; and died 
of her indulgence in thèse sexiess pleasures. 

It was to her that a great actress* since corne down to 
be a singer at a cafrt-oomcerf^ seeing her one evenîng 
** making a Dutch oven " befbre the fire in the green- 
room at the théâtre» made a remarie which is not likely to 
be forgotten: 

** If it's for me» little woman, you know — not too 
much done 1 1 like my mutton with the gravy I " 
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JUAdclc Courtois, thc " Dutch Bcauty. " — An Open-handed Baron. 

— A Bohcmian Villa. — " Queer Street " and Queer Doings. — 
Caroline Letessier. — A Bag o* Bones.— The " Sentimental Shrimp." 

— A Quarter of a Million Thrown into the Rhine. — Mistake the 
Eiffel Tower for a Stick of Barley-sugar. — Query, an Omnibus or a 
Chemist's Shop ? — A Greedy Fellow ; Two LfObsters for one Préfet. 

— Thirty-five Years off his Age 1 - " Wife of ail Men ând Husband 
of ail Women. " — In the Rue Rossini. — Colbrun the Comedian. — 
Caught in a Bath. — A Monomaniac. — His Little Perquisite. — 
Anna Deslions. — An Expensive Key. — A Golden Stair. — ** Let us 
Swear on the Public Place. " 



Adèle Courtois, known as the ** Dutch Beauty, " a 
Flemish woman by bîrth, and no 4oubt a descendant of 
the conquerîng race at the time of the Spanish occu- 
pation of the Netherlands. No female ever had blacker 
hair or a countenance of a more perfect Southern mor" 
bidezza and a more brilliantly white complexion. 

Her âge ? Lost in the ftir-off mists of antiquity. Con- 
temporaries who might hâve given information, ail dead 
and gone long ago. About 1 860, she had a son who was 
then a Captain in the Belgian Army. After Madame de 
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Paîva, Adèle was fhc most wealthy of ail the Parîsian 
çccoHet. Mer fortune amounfed fo some four millions of 
francs (£160,000), which she had had the prudence to in- 
vest in gilt-edged securities. 

And this was not ail. 

A certain Baron made her an allowance ofsix thousand 
francs (£240), besides givtng her twenty-five thousand 
francs (£1,000), on his birthday, and the same sumon her 
own— -not a bad little présent 1 

And this was not alh 

He always gave her fifty thousand francs (£2,000), on 
New Year's Day. Vith ail this she was well able to keep 
up a princely establishment — and she certainly did not iail 
to use her opportunités I 

In addition to her flat in the Rue Saint Georges, Adèle 
possessed, not far from Malmaison, one of the prettiest 
villas anywhere near Paris. There every summer was es- 
tablished a sort of permanent Bohemian settlement. 
Amongst standing guests were Peduzzi, a fine, fat wench; 
Caroline Massé ; Caroline Letessier ; Lucile Mangin ; 
Barucci ; Soubise ; and Anna Deslions.These were ail the 
pick of the " toppers " amongthe ♦• kept " women of the 
Gay City, and there assembled friends of the house, 
lady-friends, and friends' friends. There was singing and 
dancing galore, and as the ballad hath it, << love-making 
by day and eke by nîght. " 

Each Thursday evening the merry company took wing, 
and Friday morning the Baron would arrive in state. 

The footmen were ail in full dress to receive him. 



à 
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while two dignified maîtres d'bâiet waited at table. He 
used to breakiast with Madame^ then leave always at fotcr 
in the afternoon to the minute. At six the fun used to 
begîn again^ to go on unabated till the following Frîday. 

Adèle, and she was perfectly aware of the fact» was 
only the Baron's ** stalking-horse " and pretext. Ail he 
really cared for was young lads with blue and pink cravats 
whom he picked up in the Passage Jouffroy or the Galerie 
d'Orléans, in the Palais Royal. Such was his only passion. 

To gratify it, he used to take his young friends of the 
moment to asmall set of luxurîously-furnished rooms he 
had in the Rue Geo%oy Marie. Once there — ^let me 
draw a veil — ^the iniamous Marquis de Sade's morbid 
brain could only hâve imagined and described such orgies 
as went on. 

Caroline Letessier was a small thin woman — ^so thin that 
like Sara Bernhardt in her young day$« she might hâve 
siept in a gun-barrel. Caro was thinner than thin, as the 
faîry books say, a perfect " bag o' bones." 

She was blonde, with a big nose, and capacious palpî- 
tating nostrils» which, by the way, she had a habit of 
nervously picking. Her eyes werepretty — blue, deep, and 
dreamy-looking, beneath heavy lids. She appeared to be 
consumptive to the marrow of her boncs, but it was only 
'* her look. A characteristic trait — she never, onrainy days, 
drew up her pettîcoats since one occasion when a wag on 
the Boulevards had shouted out as she passed, *' <Ere — 
hi I Look at the lady dryingher stockings on the tongsl " 

Women II. s 
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She ^emed always in a chronic half faint, and gazed 
at you as if slie was going to swoon right oiFat sight. 

Her bosom friend, Caroline Hassé» had in a moment 
of expansion nicknamed her the '' Sentimental Shrimp. ** 
To complète the picture, she was short-sighted enouj^ 
to mistake the EiiFel Tower for a stick of barley-sugar. 
- She was into the bargain about as bad in disposition 
and temper as a wicked harlot could possibly be buiit. 

She was a perfect Danaides's sieve^ insatiable as iate. • 
Prince Narischkine, of Russia, gave her a grand hoûse and 
four millions of francs (£j6o»ooo) in less than three years. 

Lord *' Carlo ** Hamilton left in her hands three quar- 
ters of his patrimony. One day the pair were on their 
way to Baden-Baden together. Caroline happened, in 
searching for some article, to open her jewel-case, and 
Hamilton caught sight of a ^^ parure ** of diamonds which 
was unfamiliar to him. At the moment they were cros- 
sing the bridge, betwen Strasburg and Kehl.The English- 
man without another word laid hold of the jewel-case and 
pitched the whole thing into the Rhine. Fortunately, the 
coifer contained only her travelling jewels — ^a matter of 
barely two hundred and fifty thousand francs (£10,000); if 
the complète outfit had been inside, the loss would hâve 
topped a million francs (£40,000). 

Caroline's extrême short-sightedness proved very nearly 
fiital to a certain ex-Prcfect, famous for his love of céré- 
monial show. 

One evenîng they were returning together after the 
dinner at the Moulin Rouge — not the variety palace and 
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dancing hall of our day, but a rustîc restaurant (nqw buîlt 
over) in the Avenue d'Antin^ just ofF the Rond Point des 
Champs Elysées — makîng for the Faubourg Saint Honoré 
on foot that the fresh air might dissipate the fumes of the 
Champagne. Suddenly she pushed her companion under 
the wheels of a cab, thinking an omnibus was going to 
run over them. 

As a matter of fact, the supposed omnibus was nothing 
whatever but a chemist's shop illuminated with two great 
globes full of red lîquid ! 

The gentleman we speak of had preserved up to his 
sixtieth year every mark of the perfect man of the world» 
young, élégant and up-to-date. He it was who» being 
absent from Paris in the performance of his duties, used 
to Write to Madame Planaize, the well-known procuress, 
in thèse terms : 

" Having a friend coming to breakBist with me tOrmorrow, 1 shall 
be glad if you will send mê a couple of lobsters^only fresher than 
last tirae. " t 

He it was again who made such a telling retort for a man 
of his âge to a great lady, the Cojntesse de Pourtalès. 

'^ You too» sir — a grandfather? the Countess said to 
him on one occasion. 

** Madame, *' he replied, ** I am sixty, according to 
my certificate of birth ; 1 look forty-five by daylight. By 
the glîmmer of a bedroom candie, 1 am really not more 
than thirty ; and when between the sheets, and the light 
out, by Jove, l'm not a bit over twenty — and l'il proveit 
to you any night you likel " 
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History is mute as to whether the lady was the same 
or not. 

Blanche d'Antigny was another tall, buxom, perfect 
magnificent blonde, with a rich btist and buttocks. Her 
legs were the worst things about her, but her mouth was 
ripe» luacjous, and fruity — ^two thick moist red pulpy lîps, 
and grand white large teeth. She was '* wîfe of ail men and 
husband of ail women. "In this she resembled Julîus 
Caesar, and lîke him she '^ came, " saw, and conqueredi 

Day or night, rain or shine, she was always ready. 
Besides her officiai résidence^ she possessed a buen-reKro 
în the Rue Rossini, opposite the Baron Alphonse de 
Rothschild's stables. Her secret retreat consisted of a 
kitchen, a dining-room and a bed-room, hung in light 
blue velvet relieved by arabesques of a tender pînk. 

Her officiai apartments served, so to speak, as her 
office for the transaction of business, while thèse other 
rdoms were devoted to the relaxation of mind — not to 
mention bodyl 

Marguerite Rigolboche, Marie Pcllegrin, Prelly, Ar- 
mandine, ladies of the footlights and ladies of the pave- 
ment, used to make constant assignations with each other 
there, and after lunch, in the severely simple costume of 
our mother Eve — before the fall — ^wduld indulge in Wg^ 
jinks of a very tender description for their own private 
diversion. N.B. No spy-holes allowedi 

One night. Blanche was seized with a sudden and unac- 
countable caprice to sleep with an actor, Colbrun. The 
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latter uscd to play comic parts at thc Châtelet Théâtre. 
He was short, ugly, and scrofulous — in one word» a dls^ 
gustlng object. Such a iancy can only be explasned on the 
hjrpothesis of an înnate love of of filth. 

Instead of takîng hîm to the Rue Rossinî, she intro- 
duced him to her officiai résidence. Feeling some dotibts as 
to Colbrun's personal cleanlîness, she had a bath got ready, 
and presently they both plunged into it. They had hardly 
been there, however, Ave minutes when suddènly a peremp- 
tory ring sounded at the outer door. Next instant ap- 

peared the Prince D H...... master of the house and 

paymaster in chief 1 

** yffhsiX are you after there? " he cried in a passion. 

**Ohl ] swear, dear boy, once isn't alwaysl It's only 
just for a change 1 *' 

The Prince sized hold of Colbrun and pitched him out 
stark naked on to the landing. Then before Blanche had 
time to slip on so much as a chemise, he adminfstered a 
thrashing — and a sound one, too. She kept the marks of 
it for six weeks after. Her body was literally black and 
blue ail over. 

This misadventure made her more careful for the future, 
but did not in any way interrupt the little games in the 
Rue Rossini. 

Blanche was a gpod sort and anything but a prude; she 
used to enjoy telling this curious story of her younger days. 

*' The first time I ever had tcn louis (£8) from a man 
was under the following circumstances. 1 had only been 
settled qujte a short time in Paris when I noticed on 
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bar I wm hAânû by a gentleiiiaii who 

"^ Ar kagcfc onc cvcù^kc accosicd hk scar the Place 
ér ^ .%hiriyit«> pcranadcd ne to grt wto his camrîage, 
wtà dro^ic ABC 9» a &Q«ac m dfec Faab or g Saint Honoré. 
>ia womr «crc «c «idita tibc door tlan hc slippcd away 
vonL At tftac sans Moacat an impoûng servant- 
es chic sccxe. vbo Ao w cd ae to a snniptuously 
bcd-YOQflk m tlie iMfflr of vliidi, on a magni- 
n^ saood a hier! 
Thtt OBB tifecn ïmSoKmgd ac tkat lus naster was a 
r» bot <{Bite JMiwfcjii Ne addcd, 'Don't be die 
afraid ; kc*s tl» anst iliHMÏBg of wtat^ and nothing 

He T e i^iam cJ ne to wwhcw pcifcctly naked and lie 
[ oft the bcer» wkick — ^1 fbtgoe to say so befbre — was 
npkobtcied ta Had: satin» 

** I dîd notscehoartogetootof it^andwasproceeding 
to itnfasten my drcss, arlien a tlioa^t crossed my mind. 

«* *Leave the roon/ I said to the servant» 'it's no partof 
the progranaae, 1 tmi^ne, mystrippii^ naked befbre you' ? 

** He only replied wîth a cynical smile, * Oh ! that you 
knov» b my little p eiq uisit e on the transacti<Mi ! ' 

** 1 undressed rapidly. and laid myself down on the hier, 
a4ien the servant at once qidtted the room. Scarcdy had 
the door doscd behind hint when his master came in, and 
gazed at me for some moments. Then almost instantly 
the man re-entered by anodier door, came iip to me and 
fired a pistol at my head. 
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** The monomaniac fell down flop on the carpet, and 
lay an înert mass, utterîng blood-curdling screams. The 
valet carried him înto a neîghbouring room, and leaving him 
there, returned at once to help me put my things on again. 

** The whole set of incidents had passed like a flash of 
lightning. 

'* Before 1 was able to réalise what had happened, 1 
was on the pavement outside holding a small pocket-book 
in my hand. Opening it, 1 found ten louis inside, together 
with a letter in thèse words : 

" ']f you hâve not been too much frightened, you will please corne 
back this day week at the same hour, and so on week by week, 
Payment will be at the same rate as before/ 

" 'Marquîs de G ' " 

** To tell you the truth I was half dead with terror, 
and never went backagain at ail. ** 

Very natural — ^but still I know a goodish few who would 
be glad at the same price to hâve a pistol fired at theîrheads 
every day, or even something more than that, submitting 
obediently to any discharge From any weapon, in any way. 

Many traits in thé liFe of buxom Blanche served the 
great novelist Emile Zola when he portrayed his progress 
of a Paris harlot> ** Nana. " It is easy now to see how he 
maâe use of the Colbrun épisode in that great work. 
Blanche d'Antigny died, poor^ deserted and alone, having 
contracted smallpox in Egypt, whither she had gone to 
fuliîl an engagement at the Khedivial théâtre. *The death 
of Zola's heroine is carefully copied from that real tragic 
ending of a courtesan's career* 
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' fcrighc star m tlic constcllatiofi of Paris cocottes 
w lovdy Amtok D cilk n w For a uriiole month. Prince 
Ptari Doûdoff had bcca m dcadly eamest, a very rare 
vftk thaf gay mohtemaau The fact is he was tn fierce 
of tkb fur lady, wfao was equally determined in 
hcr f<a»taMcc« Thb was a qaite aknorma] phenomenon, as 
slie was hr fioai behig of stem moral fibre. The more 
pressing the Prince becaiK, tke more scomfii] was her 
atdtvde tow a r ds him, and she treated him more as if he 
had bcen ashop-boy at the bigdrapery store of the Louvre 
than whathe aras~a higk-bom and wealthy nobleman. He 
aras furions and at his ariis' end« for he had used up every 
device— ridiiq»-parties» banquets, promises and présents. 
An were futile alike. Anna Deslions remained as cold as an 
Alpine glacier. 

Nevertheless a day came at last arfien she capitulated, 
dottbtless in rirtue of the axiom we owe to a celebrated 
General : ** A fbrtressinvested is soon taken. " She waved 
the white flag» but obtained ail the honours of war. 

That night a fashionable iewd-tmmiame was giving a 
monster supper to celebrate her birthday in her pretty 
rooms of the 'Rue Royale. The cràae de ta crime of fast 
Society was invited, first and foremost being the Prince 
and Anna. 

The supper of course was dazzlingly magnlficent. At 
table the Prince was seated by Anna's side, and was move 
pressing than ever. The Champagne no doubt seconding 
his tender advances, Anna thawed at last and saîd to the 
delîghted Prince: 
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** You want my key ? Vell, 1 agrée» but on one 

condition — a fancy of mine. " 

" Name it. " 

** 1 should like to see you clîmb my staîrcase treading 
on a golden carpet. " 

The Prince pondered a moment, then replied : 

** So be it, my dear, your wîsh shal) be attended to. " 

Everybody in the swim of iast life at the time in Paris 
is acquaînted with the delightful little nest Anna Deslions 
then occupied. It was in the Rue Taitbout, from which a 
private staircase led to her apartments. 

The day aiterthismomentoussupper-^arty, it was arran- 
gedthat Anna Deslions should drive to the Boisearlier than 
usual, about two o'clock instead of iive, so as to give the 
Prince the necessary time for carryîng out the agreement. 

Scarceiy was sheoutside the door when Prince DemidofF 
arrived on the scène, in the wake of four of his men- 
servants, each bending double under the weight of an 
enormous sack. Every one of thèse gigantic canvas bags 
was full of golden louis. 

Vîth thcse they now proceeded to cover the whoïe of 
the stair-<arpet, arranging the glittéring coins carefully 
edge to ^dge. 

When the job was donc, the forty-two steps were each 
studded with a mosaic of five hundred louis, making in ail 
a respectable total of four hundred and twenty thousand 
francs (£16,800). 

A golden key few hearts perhaps could hâve resisted. 

Be this as it may, the Prince was not sorry, for ail his 
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vast fortune^ that Anna Deslions, like her neighbour and 
h'itnd, Mdlle. Soubise» did not live on the fourth floor. 

A gold mine in the Urals is not without its advantages 
after ail. 

Anna's tender complaisance was inexhaustible towards 
** ail sorts and conditions of men. " On one occasion she 
gave a rendezrvous to one of our most famous men oF let- 
ters for the evening of the sameday» and another for next 
night to a celebrated novelist — ^both are dead now, and 
one has his statue, while the other will also be set up in 
marble before long. They were friends, and happening 
to meety supped together. Towards one o'dock in the 
morning, they started, both of them tolerably tipsy, for 
the lady's abode. The maid who was sitting up, readily 
admitted them, though she had only really expected one 
visitor, presumably on the principle — if there's enough 
for one, there's always enough for two. The mistress of 
the house on her side had supped freely in company wrth 
a young collegian, and was iast asleep. The two authors 
got into bed without wakîng her — one on one side of her 
softwarm frame, one on the other, and she in themiddle. 
Next morning, the fumes of the past night now partially 
dissipated, before daybreak, the two men's hands came in 
contact. 

** Halloal Is that you? What are you doing hère?" 

*' If it comes to that, what are youl " 

** Great heavens! Zdon't knowl 

** 1 thought 1 was alone anyhow. " 

*' Sodidl." 
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** The hussey is fooling us. Vill you swear an oath? '' 

'* Ccrtainly — ddightcdl " 

The lady was stîl) calmly slumberlng. The men lîfted 
the bedclothesy placed their joined hands oa the sieeping 
beauty'ssoft centre of sex^ and saîd in unîson : 

'* Let us swear an oath on the public place — " 

Before they get any farther with their strange coverlet 
covenant, sweet Anna awoke. The couple of cronies dres- 
sed and solemnly went on their way. 

Between two fools she fell to the ground. Delightful, 
lascivious Deslions never forgave them. 





CHAPTER 111 

Afarie Dclahaye. — The Duc de Morny. — Blackmailing Extraor- 
dJnary ; or, the Biter Bit. — A Lucky " 'Tec. " — Tcn Thousand 
Francs for a Bundle of Old Lctters. — "Profeaaor of Female Dcport- 
ment. " — Marthe de Vère. — A Profitable Stage Career. — A Duel 
with Horsewhips. — Cora Pearl.— Marie Pellegrin.— A " Flyer." 
— " The Patent Méat SoupV — A Shop in Queer Street, and some 
Queer Customers. — An Indignant Lover. — Beware of Lctter- 
Wrîting. — Inopportune Retum. — Victor Cochinat. — A Scieitllfic 
Experiment ; the . Negro will Turn White Ail Qver. — Flûte and 
Cornet. — Blanche Pierson. — Safeguard your... capital. — Two 
Hundred Thousand Francs for a Maidenhead.f A Doctor who Knew 
his Way Abdut. — A Valuable Certificate for Mons. Solar. — First 
Night of ** Cotillon. " — A Battle-Royal ; Dance or no Dance. — > 
A Remakable Suhiming-Up. 



Marie Delahaye was another blonde, as faîr-haîred and 
blue-eyed as Hortense herself — of whom 1 shall gossip 
in the next chapter. ]t was because of Marie wîth the 
golden locks that the Duc d'Aumale once wrote to the 
Prince de Joinville, then in Algeria, a letter inwhich oc- 
curred the sentence, ** Ail Paris is in tears. De Morny is 
off to rejoin his régiment 1 " 

Monsieur de Morny held the rank of Captain at that 
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tîme. He had long been the lover of the Delahàye crea- 
tttre, which suffidendy accounts for the lact that she had 
in her possession some hundreds of extremely ctirious Tet- 
ters firom him. 

He left her eventually for some trifiing reason or 
other, for as everybody knows his motto was by no means 
that of the ivy, ** Je meurt où je m*atîacbe, " (I ding till 
death). 

After the Coup d'Etat, whidi raised De Momy to his 
well-known position of rank and influence, Marie became 
common property. 

In those days she lived on the ground-floor of a house 
in the Avenue Gabriel. At one tîme she was in the 
lowest of low water. For several nights running she had had 
never a ** flat " to devour. Suddenly the happy thought 
struck her to write to De Morny, proposing to sell him 
badc his compromising correspondence. 

No answer was forthcoming. She made fresh appli- 
cations, with the same resuit — silence on the part of her 
gentleman, now a Duke. Nevertheless, still undiscou- 
raged, she wrote a threatening letter every day to her 
former lover, until the thing became a regular persécution. 

Finally De Morny lost patience and made a formai 
complaint as to this attempt at blackmail to the then Pre- 
fect of Police, M. Boitelle. 

A missive was dispatched to fair Marie, appointing a 
meeting at the Maison Dorée and a little supper, then 
a fashionable and sélect restaurant, now a cheap café.. 
Thither she betook herself with ail possible eagerness, and 
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found a tç^sX charming and agreeable young man, well- 
dre8S<4^'and by no means bad form> awaiting her; 

Xfccy suppcd, went to the théâtre, then home to bed 
tçjgether ; and Marie spent a night that remînded her of 
the daysof her noble Captain. 

Next morning, after the departure of her ardent knig^t 
who had broken countless lances, if ] may so express 
myself, in the lists of Venus, she rushed tô see if the 
finances of her client were on a level with his lubricity. 
Had he been generpus as well as glorious? 

She looked in vain on the night-table ; in vain under 
the candlestick. 

'' The blackguard 1 " she exclaimed, '< he's bilked me, 
and hère 1 am without a thing to show for my night's sub- 
mission to his whims and fancies 1 " 

She was furious. Suddenly a new idea flashed through 
her mind, and she flew to her wardorbe. The famous let- 
ters were gone ; but in their place there lay before her 
eyes ten thousand-franc notes (£400). 

^hile she was at supper with the young man, who was 
nothing else really than a détective, other police emis- 
saries has picked the lock of her door, burst open the ward- 
robe and stolen her lettcrs. 

She made ^prodigious hullabaloo about it; but was 
presently given to understand pretty distinctly that it 
was pnly a short way from the Avenue Gabriel to the 
women's prison of Saint Lazare. 

So you see it was no new departure when, in 1879, the 
Parisian police had' my colleague, the gifted journaliste 
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who wrotc under thc namcof " Fcrvacqucs, " arrested 
on the racecourse at Longchamps, in order to rob him of 
the love letters a too coniidîng lady of rank had written 
to him. 

By slow'degrees Marie came down to firequenting the 
cafés oji the Boulevards, and landed at last at the ** Rat 
Mort, " a restaurant and night-house at Montmartre. 
There her practice was limited to women, for this gay 
resort was the haunt of Lesbians. Marie had given up 
men, and put her garnered expérience at the command of 
younger women, calling herself a ** Professor of Fenude 
Deportment. " 

This did not lead to fortune, it seèms, as she died 
miserably some years ago in a disreputable furnished 
lodging of the Rue Fontaine Saint Georges. 

Another triumphant trull of those days was Marthe de 
Yère, who died September 23rd, i885, in her rooms of 
the Rue Logelbach. Her real name was Esther Mordet. 
Few women had more brilliant opportunities. She came 
out about 1845. Of averygood famiiy, well educated and 
brought up, charmingly pretty withal, she eioped with 
an officer,who desertedher after the lapse of a few months. 
In the course of her travels, she met an Englishman of 
enormous wealth. Sir Robert Percy, conne<^d with the 
Northumberland famîly. 

This Englishman fell head over ears in love with Marthe. 
He made her the truly régal présent of a million of francs 
(£40,000) invested in Government securities, and later on 
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bought her a mansîon on the site of which was buîlt some 
years after the celebra^ted hotise of Madame de Paîva. 

To relîeve the monotony, she appeared in a pièce at 
the Théâtre de la Porte Saint Aiartin. She was so atro- 
ciously bad in her acting as to be outrageously hissed ; 
never was heard such a row» and she eamed a niche in the 
temple of famé — among noted failures. 

This stormy start on the stage in no way discouraged 
her. She was faithfiil to the footlights for five or six years, 
playing any inferior parts that nobody else would look at. 
The fact is, the stage, for her, was a standing displayed 
advertisement, and profitable besides — so much so, indeed, 
that she made more than five millions (£200,000) out of it, 
though never signing in the books for more than a hun- 
dred and fifty francs (£6) a month. 
y^^ One of her regular lovers, a member of her syndicate, 

so to speak, was a personage who played a very impor- 
tant part in politics some years ago. 

Marthe was a woman of '' spunk, " as they say. In 
i863, her duel with Cora Pearl in the Bois de Boulogne 
with horsewhips, made a great sensation in fast society. 
The precisq reason of it remains to this day more or less 
mysterious. 

Relation^ were strained between the two in connexion 
with a very wealthy foreigner> describing himself as an 
Armenian and going under the name of Prince Khoras. 
They had long been anxious to mcet face to face. One 
morning both were on foot in the Avenue des Acacias of 
the Bois, going in opposite directions. They rushed 
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tnstantly at each other with unparallded fury> and the blows 
£eH like hail. The l>ystander5 made no attempt at inter- 
ficrence, and after a desperate fight which lasted a good 
quarter of an hour, the twx> combatants, battered and 
bleedîng, had to stop from sheer exhaustion. 

Cora Pearl was reduced to such a lamentable state of 
dilapidation that it was more than two months before she 
could leave her room. 

The redotibtable Armenian left them both in the lutch 
in favour of beautiful fiaruccî — of whom more anon. 
From her he borrowed two hundred thousand francs 
(^Sooo), and then faded into thin air without saying when 
he would .be back. 

The aext prostituted pearl of great price 1 shall take 
the Jiberty of presenting to your notice, is Marie Pelle-* 
grin, who .was .ail Jier life on the borderland of the Ai co- 
cottes, but without ever succeeding in making a lodg^ 
ment there. The first-class easy-going nymphs hâve an 
aristocracy of their own, just as exclusive as that whose 
names ave inscribed in the ^* Almanach de Gotha. " 

The Pellegrin pet was nothing if not capricious, so 
versatile— rnot to say light-headed — as to be totally in- 
capable of sticking to any one idea for two hours running, 
or to any man for more than three days, no matter what 
advant^es he might hâve to offer her. 

To "go the pace, " to ** keep the pot a-boiling, "to 
use her own iavourîte expressions, was the end and.aim 
of het^ life. 

Saheedless was she of money that she would turn away 

Women II. x 
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a serious protector, lîke F...» who ofren gave her sums of 
ten thousand francs (£400), to go and eat fried fish at the 
Halles or a fish dînner in some low riverside wine^shop 
wîth her fancy boy of the moment. 

Marie was the child of a concierge in the Rue de Tar- 
anne; her father being a tinman by trade. At ten, she 
joined the elementary dancing class at the Opéra, but by 
the time she was thirteen she had had enough of it. Nor 
is it to be wondered at— ^nubs and reprimands every hour 
and the dunce's cap three or four times a day ; a dog's lîfe 
when all's said and done. 

At fifteen or thereabouts she c^mz across a musician, 
leader of the orchestra at a fashionable dancing-saloon, and 
one fine day she was missing from the maternai establish- 
ment in the Rue de Taranne. In her lover's orchestra 
was a certain good-looking cornet player; so she.promptly 
left the leader and stuck to the subordinate. 

She made her début at the Prado — a public bail — in pré- 
férence to the Opéra, liking the life of a high-kicking ca/i- 
can prima donna better than the classical glory of a Taglioni. 

A well-known man about town, T by name, to 

start an opposition to the famous and much advertised Lie- 
big and still more to give his adored Marie a social po- 
sition, bou^ the patent rights of another portable gravy, 
called the ** Patent Méat Soup, " just put on the market. 

Hefittedupa sumptuous shopfor its sale in the Boule- 
vard Haussmann, at the corner of the Boulevard Male»- 
herbes. 

Marie, gorgeously dressed, sat in state behind the 
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counter, and to induce the public to appreciate the merits 
of.the ** Patent Soup, " dîstributed cups of that daihty 
at twopence arpiece. 

Customers could even hâve a glass of deliciousMadeîra 
or Bordeaux at a very moderate figure» by way of course 
of advertîstng the iamous consommé. 

It was a funny pièce of commercial entreprise — ^not 
lîkely to be soon repeated, 1 should suppose. 

From the Elysée Montmartre to Brébant, from the 
Helder to the Café de A^drid, the news flew like a trail 
of gtmpowder, and endless were the comments. 

" Marie Pellegrin is. reformingl Marie Pellegrin has 
grown respectable I She'sbou^^t a business — keeps a large 
shop on the Boulevard Haussmannl " 

It was a strange hen-coop. There was Alice from Pro- 
vence ; Finette, an eccentric French quadrille dancer, who 
afterwards came out at the London Alhambra; Rigol- 
boche; Moutonnet» the Queen of Lesbos; Amandine and 
herlîttle " dolly wife, " Fifine Redlips ; Clara Blum, 
allied to a Jewish family, the Brache tribe; who hâve ail 
bcen cocottes from the cradle, ** The Beautiful Polish 
Woman, " — a voluptuous procession of scented strum- 
petSy formingy in fact, the whole boîling of the fashion- 
able priestesses of Prîapus, the brîghtest stars in the 
firmament of gay Paris, madé the soup-shop their gêne- 
rai place of meeting. 

^hile some went inside> others took their stand on the 
pavement, looking in curiously through the Windows. If a 
staid burgess matron eyer ventured into the broth em- 
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kut for th^ lime being and oa this pçcasioA oldy gpk nô 
âfrth^ A^ ai pJatonic iirtation. 

At Naples the two of tkem> A^rie suh) ker Frfaçh 
Çoi^.tç, wer^received wîth ckarming hospitality by }<»çpK 
AçK^rd» a Frenchman whose iamîly has beçn settled in tk^ 
Italian penînsula sînce Murât. 

The couple revelled in delicious cruising round the 
Bay of Naples, varied by trips to Pausilîppo, CaateUa- 
marei Pompeii, and ail the neighbourîng places of in- 

ferest. Wherever thcy went, Comte L gpt the treatçuent 

he was hound to expect and was deceived egre^omjly 
over and over again. He never dîscovered a thing, eu- 
Tîpusly enough, till after his return to Paris, and thf n 
ofily by an accident. 

Qn their arrivai, after staying several month$ in Italy» 
the trunks were being unpacked.During this procçss a lettetp 
feU on the iloor ; the Comte darted to pick it Up, r^ad 
it and recognised the handwriting of his friend Ackard. 

The letter was too e^^plicit to leave any possibility of 
doubt or illusion. He wrote a furious letter to Achard» 
accusing him of treachery. This was a big word tç ua^ 
where a woman of this sort was concerned, but the be- 
trayed nobleman was only twenty. 

Achard telegraphed a reply to the effect that he was 
tf^ing the next steamer and would be at his disposai on 
arriying. 

They fought a duel at Fontainebleau ; and Achard got 
off with a sword-thrtist in the arm. 

Thf^y shoçik hands and made it up on the field of battle. 
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told the express to the capital would be goîng through in 
an hour's time. He took his ticket and was presently back 
in the busy town. 

Leaving the station, he was drîven rapidly to the dove- 
cote. He had his latchkey with him and slipped in wjthout 
disturbing the servants. Once inside he made straij^t for 
the bedroom, and found his mistress in bed with Victor 
Cochinat — a talented but ugly mulatto journalist. 

Tableau ! 

The Comte made a terrible scène. Marie declared 
simply, by way of excuse : 

^* 1 was so tired of being alone, I went to the Folies 
Bergère, where Tmet Cochinat. 1 had been told that at 
the — ahemi — psychological moment» a negro tumed 
white ail over, and I wanted to see if it was true. But 1 
don't love anybody but you, Charles, really I " 

F burst out laughîng. Meantime Victor was hud- 

dling on his clothes as quickly as he could; this accomr 
plished, he left the ropm with leisurely dignity, bôwing 
politely to the troublesome interloper who had prevented 
Marie from gratifying her scieittific curiosity. 

F forgave her for that time; but a week later he 

was on his way back again to Turin. 

Strangely enough, with ail her frivolity and caprice, 
she did not die poor after ail. After a life of love — for 
men as well as women — she left a sum of money in the 
fiinds to her relations, and her country house at Saint 

Ouen, which T had given her at the time she kept 

the '* Patent Mçat Soup " store^ to the cornet player. 
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ker first lover, thus falsifysng the proverb whick says» 
** Vhat cornes with the flûte, goes wîth the drum, " — 
in this case the cornet 1 \ 

Marie Pellegrin possessed both humour and good 
humour, as the following anecdote whîch is per^ectly au- i 

thentic, will sufficîently prove. 

The Café Brébant was in those days the fiishionable < 

resort par excetknce, the chosen place. Its aristocratie fre- 
quenters lîttle thought that on its ruins would one day 
lise a common, cheap, fixed-price eating-house. One night 
the roysterers were ail assembled, and makîng a noise fit 
to shake the roof oiF. It was midsummer and the Windows 
were wide open, so that songs and lau^ter could be 
plainly heard * from the Boulevard. The gaiety was at tts 
height when Alice from Provence and Marie Pellegrin 
happened to pass. 

** Shall we join ? " said Alice. '< 1 long for a little 
fun. " 

'' Yes 1 Do dear," replied Marie. ''If they're going to 
dance, that's what you like — so you'Il stop with them. " 

"Butyou?" 

'* Oh, 1 shall waita bitl If they're going to strip and 
enjoy each other, make me a signal from the window, and 
l'Il corne up sharp enoughl " 

At this old-fashioned game, indeed, Marie Pellegrin 
could hâve given points to Messalina herself, who Is des- 
cribed by Juvenal as returning from the brothel, where 
she had been prostîtutîng her Impérial sweet person toa 
succession of gladiators. 
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Cr lowA» mHÊ, md mam i 
(And so slmk hoaic, »-wcary with »cn, but not cicit yct sMisfrcd*) 



One of tfic greafcst wondcrs of Ae agt is n^iiche 
Pierson, yÊfhonow — 1906 — îs stîU at work, not exactly 
» sfae iised, but sHD industriotisly labottring tu staid dow- 
agcr parts at tkc Comédie Pnmçasse. 1 verily bdtcvc shc 
is absohitely the very last of the battalion of beautks of thc 
Second Empire. More than sixty years hâve roUed by 
silice beautiful Blanche, one of the handsomest blondes 
of her time» first saw the lig^t. 

At abolit seventeen, she came otit at the Vaudeville 
Théâtre^ then in the Place de la Bourse» being entmsted 
with înferiorrvfef of sll^t importance. Itwas ail very well 
invoking genius ; genius proved récalcitrant for die pre- 
senty and seemed likely to remaîn so for the future. 

Thoug^ nothîng much was to be expected in the way 
of talent from the artiste, one could not help watching 
the graduai development of the woman, for the sheer 
pleasure of the spectacle. 

1 cannot really say whether virtue was a sentiment solidly 
rooted in Blanche's heart, whether she was a genuine 

prude; but anyway to safeguard her ** capital, " as 

Alexandre Dumas called it, from any little accidents, a 
hundred-eyed Argus watched over hçr nfgh^and day with 
a noble constancy of purpose. 

This was her inother, who did not mean so precious an 
article to be lest without some adéquate provision for the 
future having been secured. 

The worthy woman well knew from a varied expérience 
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that, the bird once flown, no charmer cotild ever bring it 
back into its cage again, charm he never so wisely. 

Blanche, with ail her '* attractive young charms, " was 
stirrotinded by adorers, each more enterprising than the 
other. Amongst her very spécial admirers was a certain 

Doctor D , then ayoungman, who laterbecame celé- 

brated in connexion with a much talked-of case between 
him and the fiunily of a young Duke, who had got into 
difiiculties. Another was Solar, the well-known founder of 
the Discount Banks, as notorious for his extravagant dis- . 
play as for his misfortunes in the law-courts. 

The Doctor was the iavourite, but he was a poor man. 

One day Solar said solemniy to Blanche's mother : 

** 1 hâve thought it well ovef and definitely made up my 
mind. 1 will give two hundred thousand francs (£8000) to 
pluck the rose ; but 1 make one condition. You understand 
the price is libéral enough to justify me in taking ail pré- 
cautions ? " 

** And your condition îs? " 

<' ] wish a physician to examine the young lady, and 
certify formally that every petal of the flower is intact. " 

'' Nothing could be easier/' the mother assented readily, 

The same evening she communicated Solar's proposai 
fo Blanche together with the condition he exacted. l 

** WhatI " exclaimed the latter, ** he wishes my centre 
of sex hall-marked and guaranteed by the faculty . That's 
a littie bit too strong! " 

** So it is, " answered her mother soothingly, •* but 
then, thinklA cool two hundred thousand 1 That's not 
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made every day of the week ! Besides, best make your 
profit now; one day or other, you know, you'll inevitably 
lose ît for nothîng ! " 

Blanche, who was a very pratîcal person, saw the justice 
oF her mother's reasonîng, and agreed to submit to the 

examinatîon — but on one condition : that Doctor D 

was to be the examining physician ! 

** But why D.... ? " objected her mother, on her guard. 

" Ohl just because 1 hâve known hîm since 1 was a 
little girl. It will be so much less painful for me tKan with 
a stranger. " 

On the appointed day, Blanche went with her mother to 
Doctor D....'s house. 

Mamma waited in the sitting-room, while Blanche was 
with the doctor in his consul ting-room. 

A whole half-hour passed. The anxious parent began to 
pace the room, and presently to listen at the study door to 
see if she could catch an inkling of what was going on, for 
she thought the examination had lasted quite long enough. 
• At last Blanche reappeared^ her cheeks suifused with a 
charming blush, that might be put down to the effects of 
embarrassmeiit. The doctor who accompanied her into the 
room was as red as she was^ and looked radiantly happy. 
The patient carried in one hand a médecine bottle having 
a red lable, with the words,*' For External Application. " 

" What'sthat?" 

'' Oh! only an astringent injection of alum, with a few 
drops of tincture of benzoin — just merely to allay any 
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inflammation that may rcsidr from tkc examination, which 
ha» baan mo9t thocough and conacientious ! '' 

Next night» Blanche slept with Solar, who qulte thought 
lia was the first to quench his thirst at thc source. The 
tod seemed in Ils cage ail right — at any rate the doo^ 
was carefully dosed I 

The story got wind some tîme afterwards. Naturally ît 
only increased the young lady's réputation as a good sort, 
and she became ail the fulûon. Members of the swell 
clubs beseiged her staircase» and VXkh douXt bouquets» 
and little présents of jewellery were as thick as raindrops, 
when the '' Cotillon '* incident intervened, fumishing three 
whole days of pitched battle. 

The Press announced the first night of '' Cotillon/' 
— in i865, 1 think it was. Ever since the first rehearsal» 
Blanche had been in a towering rage. In pne scène s)ie was 
to dance some waltz steps ail aloNe, and this she would not 
hear of. She brought to bear ail the influence she could 
commande while her drawing-room was always fiill of synih . 
pathisers and a council of war sat there in permanence. 
Everything possible had been done to move the pig-headed 
manager, but he stood to his guns, resisting the remon- 
strances of the fashionable artistic club of the '' Mirlitons/' 
where the committee sat night and day. Yet no progress 
was made. Thèse troubles seem inane nowadays, but it 
must be remembered that the liberty of the press did not 
extst. Politics were tabooed and the light-heatted Par- 
isian papers fell back upon behind-the*-sçenes gossip and 
grew passionate over artistic questions. The same spirit 
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may be fcnmd tô a ceitaîn extent in our Republican tintes, 
but parlîa m c n tary lobby intrigue is slowly swamping Dur 
asslPhcHc scttse. 

^* It's a 9wrc hft-— must bc a great go, 1 tell youl " 
repeatedly swore the director ofthe Vaudeville playhouse, 
Wftb fiiany a strange oath, ** and Blanche is most ungrtfte^ 
fui, for she^l bave a double ^uccess, as a<;tress andprmy 
wofhan. '' 

It Wtts ail KO u»t. Blanche Pierson stood out finnly. She 
would not ttîp the light fiintastit: on the boards alone. 

«^ Why not the tight-rope at once? " she cried indig- 
nantly ; and al 1 ber admirers— she ted a f ew, tnind you 
— repeated in chorus, **.iInworthy of your talent, Ttty 
dear — shamefiil, horrible, indécent! " 

Eventually, 'as words were unavafling, Bknche's 
friends made up their mlnds to stop the represetmrtkm 
of the play by force. 

The first night, stalls, boxes, dress-circle, orchestra stalls, 
ail were crammed. There were Dukes in the pi t; while Dlp- 
lomacy, Army, NaVy and Contmerce were ail brilliantly 
represented. 

Amongthe audience were noted, Comte de Bardi, uncle 
of the Kingof Naples ; Wilson ; Errazu ; Qrammont-Cflde^ 
rousse; the whole band of the Fitz-James's; De Voguer; 
Merlemont; Demidoff; Haritdff; Magnan ; D'Estoumel ; 
Nottinguer; Prince de Sagan; thé Seillières i^mily, each 
in c'ommand of a troop of partizans. 

As may be supposed, the atmosphère was a trlfle'tem» 
pestuous. The curtain drew up at last, and the'ftrst scraps 
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of dialqguc could bc hcard without a mimnur rising from 
the packed house, but prescntly the fatal moment arrîved. 
The orchestra attacked thefirst bars of the waltz, JiBach, 
and Blanche advanced to the centre of the stage to exécute 
the much canvassed pas seul. 

Stallites and pittites rose like one man. Some drew enor- 
mous strident dog-whistles from theîr pockets and used 
them like a score of locomotives, while the rest of the 
audience shouted, " Hurrah for PiersonI Down with the 
playl " Suddenly, a little wooden footstool fell from the 
balcony, on which the stalls thought themselves attacked. 
The spectators promptly broke up the seats and retalîated, 
using everything that came under their hand as arms and 
munitions of war. 

The police, and the military , with a Commissary at their 
head, tried to get the audience cleared out of the building, 
but failed utterly, and the fight only raged the fiercer. 

Comte de Bardi, a perfect giant, was in the thick of 
the battle. They tried to tear d'Estournel from his seat, 
but he clung to it so vigorously with his legs that half of 
his fauteuil came away with him. 

Finally, the curtain was lowered, and the police arrested 
about ten ringleaders, but they were released again almost 
immediately. 

This infernal disturbance lasted over three evenings. 

The fourth représentation the pièce was withdrawn by 
order of the higher authorities. The clubmen had gained 
the victory. 

The dénouemenf was enacted at the Eighth Court of 
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Correctional Police. The summing-up contained some rare 
gems: 

Vith regard to the Duc de Grammont Caderousse, who déclares 
that the play was one of the worst he had ever heard ; conscquently 
he had no need to go back to hear it again next day, and still less the 
day following, and can only hâve entered the auditorium to create a 
disturbance, the Court condemns him to pay a fine of sixtecn francs, 
and lilcewise one thousand francs (£40) damages accruing to the 
manager of the théâtre as suitor on the civil side. " 

After thèse mémorable three days, Blanche Pierson 
was more than ever the fashîon. 
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CHAPTÊR IV 

Hortfnse la Blonde ~~ Ran Away with thc Exciscntan. -— A Hall- 
roftd Marriage. — '^ Tm a marrïcd woman now." —^ Caniing Heratdfy. 

— An " Opcn Scpulchrc. '* — Thc Duc de Morny and hîs Mi stress- 
^ A Pocket -Book of Secrets. — Small Causes Produce Oreat Effects ; 
a Slap tn the Face and the Coup d'État- ^^ — Cora Boyards — Hot and 
Co]d. — Henriette from Auvci^ne. — Thc Bohemiartii* Good AngcL 

— Berthe France. ^ A Street Arab in Petticoats. — '* Silky* *' — A 
Common CounciJior s LrttJc Présent. — A " Bit on*" — A Noble Get- 
Up, — Madame de Metternkh. — " Impérial Corruption, you 
knowl " 



Thîs îs how Hortcnsc la Blonde left thîs world. In the 
year 1887, at ni ne o'clock in rhe forenoon, a paupcr*& 
hcarsc stopped bcfore the outer door of thc operatlng 
amphithéâtre of the Charité HospîtaK Anold couple» man 
and wJfe, îdentified the corpsc of a woman whkh !ay on a 
hier of common deaî supportcd by trestles. Thisdone, the 
undertalccr's man jnstantly shoved the lid of the coffîn 
home in the grooves, and in a fcw minutes more thc hier 
Wâs loaded up on the hcarsc. The latter started on its 
way down the interminable Avenue de Clichy, and an 
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hour laiter the dead woman rested in the fosse commune — 
common grave — of the Ivry Cemetery. 

Not 4 flower or a votive wreath was to be seen. Only a 
shabbycrossofblackenedwoodyboughtsecond-hand,marked 
the 9f>ot where the mortal remains had been left to rot of 
' one who had beenso well known in thegay world of iashion- 
able gallantry under the name of Hortense la Blonde. 
. In 18S0 and thereabouts she was at her zénith, a pros- 
, perous demi-mondaine of mudi expérience. She owned a 
charming house in the Rue de Provence, and her horses 
and carriages were the admiration of experts. She was 
famousfor herscathing wit, and was a merciless critic of 
her comrades in the profession of mercenary love. 

She was a blonde — and no Jalse one either — with hair 
as yellow as one of Alfred At Musset's heroines. With 
this, amorous as any Aspasia or Lais of them ail, past, 
présent or to corne. 

She began in anything but a commonplace fashion. 

Daughter of a rich miller of Etampes, she made the 
acquaintance one day at the assemblée- — ^the village fète^of 
the vicinity-r^-of a clerk in the Excise. As may be supppsed, 
the gauger pressed hîs suit pretty hard ; she was a triply 
lucky windfall, being at once young, handsome and rich* 

To ask her father's consent was out of the question ; 
but thelady herselfhad an original and a happy thought. 

" Why 1 of course, " she told him, " you must elope 
with me 1 " 

By next day, she had completed her arrangements for 
departure. They made theîr way separately to the Etampes 

Women U. 4 
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nûlway station^ and cach took a ticket by the Cordeaux 
express. 

The hsX train soon afrerwards ran in. As it only stops a 
minute or two, they had to jump into the nearest carriage 
handy» which happened to be a first-dass compartment. 

In one corner was seated an old lady reading the res- 
pectable, pnestly organ, the " Gazette de France. " 

Directly the train was again in motion, the young man 
accostedher thus, politdy raising his hat : 

'' It is this way, madame ; I am eloping with the young 
lady. Now her friends are Certain to discover her fli^t 
almost at once, and will telegraph to the Chief Commis- 
sary of Police at Orléans ; on our arriva] there, we shall 
infallibly be arrested. As we wish to marry^ 1 propose to 
do the thing — you understand, madame — ^here and now. 
You will be so very kind, on reaching Orléans, as to cer- 
tify the Commissary to the effect that the marriage has 
been consummated. " 

'* But, sir 1 it's an infamous thing — there, before my 
very eyes, without a thought formy grey haïr? *' 

<^Ohl Madame, your hair won't mind. Besides you 
can look out of the window. It will be a regular railroad 
express marriage — ^ha I ha 1 " 

The old lady drew into her corner, turned away her head, 
made a screen of her newspaper, and said never a word. 

Hearing no further movement. she hazarded a glance. 
Hortense, who was hurriedly putting herclothes straight. 



jrOXCA THAT PASS J7V T7Œ mGHT St 

and re-arrang^ng the disordcrcd cushions, thanked her and 
added wîth a look of eiFrontery : 

*^ l'm a married woman now ; whyl it*s the easiest 
thing in the world. '' 

When they reached Orléans, just as they had IbresecR, 
the Police Commissary was waiting for them on the plat- 
fomiy wearing his officiai tricolour sash. He made them 
leave the train. 

** By ail meanSy " said the young man, " but first of 
ail, please, ask the lady yonder who travelled wîth us, 
what happened as we went along. " 

The latter, on being questioned, related the scène that 
had taken place, and ended her narration with the words, 
** 1 assure you the young lady has nothîng more tolose. " 

The pair were detained till the father . appeared on 
the scène, to whom the Commissary in his turn retailed 
the information he had received. The poor man was 
furious and carried his daughter home again, after admin- 
îstering a sound kicking to the unhappy exciseman. 

The paternal roof had lost ail charm, and she had only 
one wish — to make tracks for Paris, which she presently 
accomplished, but without giving another thought to her 
first lover. 

After a séries of ups and downs, she made the ac- 
quaintance at one of the open-all-night restaurants of a 
young Count, who ruined himself for her sake and then 
blew his brains out. 

No less than ten duels were fought over her, at Lon- 
don, Yienna, Saint Petersburg, and other places. 
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A ucond infattiated lover put tn end to his lîfe for her* 

*' If Hortenae were invenftiiigt coat-of-arms fer her- 
•elf» '' thar wHty and qMtefuI beaiity» Mdlle. Sylven, 
used fo say» *' she might very well take : gpdea, Meedlng 
hcarn on a apif proper, quaterly, a string of dead men's 
boncs borne aaltterwise» and aztire, a chief semé beaaiui- 
fea or. Tliia woidd be canting heraldry and very auggea^ 
tive at that 1 " 

** Bah 1 she's nor a woman at aU, *' tntttpowcd another 
** dcar friend, ** Jeanne, with her vipérine tongtie. 

-• What is shetiien?/' 

** 8he*a an opensepulchre ! '' 

Hortense't adventuret quicMy made her famous ; and 
ahe became the miatress of M. de AV>my. The latter, 
who aimply worshipped her, committed aU aortf of follies, 
conceivaUe and inconceivable» for her, and cHîrf of al) rgfi 
deeply into debt, ht he had no idéa whatever that he 
wottld one day be vtce-Emperor. 

As she was a woman of insatidlde passions, she had* 
aide by aide with the Duc de Momy, taken as her ** fancy-' 
man ** a young lawyer, secretary to a Deptity of the Of>< 
position party. 

M. de Momy was young, handsome and clever. Ne* 
verthtless she only endured ^him as women of her stamp 
do*^put up with the ** paymaster, '' and used to dedarc 
with a cynical laugh : 

** 1 hâve not sworn to 'love, honour andobey* him. He 

fills my belly, up to a certain point, but for the rest 

well I " 
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*' The rest weH 1 ** TMs void it was Juks's d«ty to 

filL So every time an opportunity oflfcred, ahe allbrdcd 
herself a treat — but always discrcetly and witk propcr 
précautions, for she by no means wished t^ loae llkt 
Duke, thou^ wîlling enough to deceive him. 

One m^ the Duc de Momy left his pocket-bcf^ 
behînd by inadvertence in Hortense's ehamber. Vhen In 
the moming her maid handed it to her, the first thing she 
did was to open it and read the papersit confaincd. 

Amon^ thèse was a long letter firom Napoken Itl. 
giving M. de Momy his final instructions for the Cofirp 
d'Etat of December the Second, which wm to corne e# 
Hie nz%t day. 

Hortense, who was no fool, at once undersTood whtflf 
an important discovery she had made. Her thoughts inh 
medlately turned towards her Jules» the young barrMer ; 
suppose any ill turn were to befall him in the crisfs? 

Without a moment's loss of time she despatched a me^ 

sage to her lover, appointing a meeting at fhe '' Sheeps' 

^Trotters, " a tavern in the Rue de Yauvilirers, then a 

bye-way lost in a maze of tortuous alleys, the présent 

Hafles Centrales not being as yet in existence. 

She reached the appointed. place half an hovr late, and 
Jules was sick of waitîng. He reproached her ^vagely hi 
the coarsest terms for having kept htm kicking his heels 
riiere. 

'' I suppose your Duke came towsdceyo« Afsnfomiiig, 
instead of your maid 7 He assisted you to wa^ yottrself 
ajid helped you to try on a new pair of ggnrtevs? '* 



^ 



btotVvet s ^^ tWc ^* ,^yc^^l ^^e Coup d =• 
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Another mistress of the Duc de Morny, Cora Boyard, 
who was no kss famous in her day than iair Hortense, fell 
even lower than the last-named. From depth to depth^ she 
reached the very bottom of the social ladder. Her head* 
quarters were established in a misérable hovel in the ptir- 
lieus of the Rue Grange-aux-BelIes, from which she wotild 
sally out to pick up belated workmen on their way home. 

Brutalised by drink, poverty and wretchedness, she 
was disgusting to look at and even more so to listen to. 
Her dress was a collection of squalid rags ; stockings she 
had none, and her shoes came fîrom the nearest rubbish- 
heap.To confine her too redundant figure, or ** tie up her 
gutSy " as the good people of that neighbourhood would 
putit, sheusedarope insteadof stays.She'^ worked*'gen- 
erally at night-time on the banks of the Saint Martin canal. 

She was commonly known by the sobriquet of ** Cold 
hand and hot hand, " — a nickname that requires ex- 
planatioh. 

In winter, she always carried about with her an old 
eartheinware crock stufFed with charcoal-dust. This an- 
swered the purpose of a chafing-dish, so that the hand car- 
rying it was of a génial température, the température of a 
greenhouse or orangery^ while the other one exposed to 
the air was icy cold. The hot hand cost ten sous — fivepence 
— the cold fingers were much more moderate in price. 

At the beginning of January, 1888, she was successfiil 
in seducing a mason from the path of virtue. It was fireez- 
ing hard, and no doubt the attraction of the hot hand 
played an important part in the transaction. She ehticed 
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iKe man into hcr lair, cleverly nabbed hîs purse, containmg 
a pretty heavy sum of money, and put it back again in 
Ms pocket afrer emptying ît. When the workman came to 
pay tKe ten sous agreed upon, he discovered his loss, had 
her arrested and carried to the police-station. 
What eventually became of her, 1 do not know. 

Henriette Rigaut, known as ** Henriette from Auver- 
gne, " diêd in 1887, in the direst distress. She too had 
once been rich, admired and flattered ; she too had once 
had her full share of youth and beauty. In contrast with 
most of «her contemporaries, she was good-natured^ well- 
informedand witty^fully juttifyîng the old saying, '' Abad 
woman, but a good heart. " It follows she was not long m 
** wasting in riotous living " every firthtng she possessed. 

She could never get on with rich admirers. Her life was 
spent in Bohemian cafés, one day sleeping with a painter, 
another with a pressman. In fact, she neglected million- 
aires to cultivate the down-at-heel division. If shegota 
htindred francs (£4) from a ** sotîd " man, it bumt a hole 
in her pocket until she had macle a loan of it to some hard- 
up frîend. 

Vhen disease came, min was swift and sure, and she 
died w^thout one friendly hand to clasp hers or one Word 
of consolation to help her on the long journey. 

'• • 

A strange type, if ever there was one,was Berthe France, 
who landed eventually in a licensed brothel of the Rue 
Sainte Apolline. Small and thîn, as black as a ntofe and as 
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hairy as a monkey, with a nose turned up to such a degree 
the rain must hâve dripped into the nostrils on wet days, 
wIth diabolkal wit and some éducation, she was the beau 
idéal oF the street Arab, reckless, scurrilous and unfeelîng. 
Her personalfty was a famîliar one in the ntght-restau- 
rants on the boulevards and in the beer-shops frequented 
by women, 

One day in her présence the conversation turned on a 
certain newspaper girl well known on the Boulevard des 
Italiens, who had kicked over the traces and ]eft her kios- 
que to take care of itself, and was now iamiliar to the world 
of gallantry under the charming nickname of **.Silky. '* 

'Mt beats me, " said one. ** When she sol d papcrs, 
she was as poor as Job; how does she corne to be so well- 
offallof a sudden?" 

" Is that ail? " cried Berthe. '• That's simple enough. 
Instead of folding her sheets, she's unfolded 'em — and been 
asking a big price for her little coloured supplément I '' 

Berthe had one whim — ^to be like Madame de Metter- 
nlch. A highly diverting adventure happened to onç of my 
friends arising out of this. 

Somewhere about 1877, Berthe, who was at that time 
tstular mistress of a Municipal Councillor, visitedthe Bra^ 
série Moderne one evening. About five in the afternoon 
she encountered the fîriend I hâve spoken of, whom 1 wili 
merely çall B..., to avoid ofFence. He is a Deputy hold- 
ing an inflentiat position. 

** Well hâve an absinthe each, " she sald, accosthtg 
him, '' and l'mgoing to pay. " 
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**You pay, my dcarl" sasd B.../* Havc you corne into 
a fortune? " 

** Not I indeedi But my Common Coundllor has just 
^ven me a thousand-franc (£40) note. " 

So saying, she drew firom her pocket a bran-new bank- 
note. 

They drank their absinthe» and B... oflered a second. 
A thîrd anda fourthsucceeded, after whichB...wantedto be 
ofF, the more so as the lady was by this time a '' bit on." 

^' Wait for me whereyou are,'' said Berthe> however, 
** Tm going to contrive a surprise for you, my boy! " 
So B.... agreed to wait. 

Berthe left the café, hailed an open conveyance that 
was passing and told the cabman to drive her to a first 
class ]adies' costumier. Arrîved at her destination, she 
said she wanted a cloak. 

" But, madam, we only make to order, " said the head 
shopman, who came fbrward to receive her. 

** Ohl but youVe sure to hâve something or the other 
to fit me, " said Berthe. *' l'm not at ail hard to please. *' 

She went slowly round the show-room, and presently 
spotted a magnificent cloak, a bail wrap of white cash- 
mere, bralded ail over with gold lace and with a wide 
border of embroidered roses. 

** That's the very thing, " she exclaimed, turning to 
the shopman. 

As it happened it had been left on their hands by a 
defaulting customer. 



i 
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The assistant hèlped her to try it on. As she was 
very short, ît was at least four inches too long. 

*< It îs much too long, madame, " said the shopman, 
'* you must let us alter it for you. " 
. 'Mt wîll do perfectly well; l'il take it with me just as 

It IS. 

She paid down at the cashier's desk the sum demanded 
by the astonished shopman, who was quite unused to 
suchlike customers, and took her departure. 

On the stairs, she donned the wonderful cloak, and 
turned to admire herself in a big mirror. The effect was 
superb, but she saw her hat was out of keeping. She at 
once took it off, tossed it into a corner, and proceeded 
on her way downstairs, holding up the two corners of 
her cloak one in each hand« She drove next to a fashipn- 
able milliner's and purchased a hat of reddîsh-brown vel- 
vet, as big as a soup plate and trimmed with an enormous 
red feather that encircled the whole érection. 

Thus equipped, she was taken back in triumph to the 

Brasserie, where she found B waiting for her and now 

" full to the brim. ** He had had a couple more absinthes 
during her absence, but for ail that burst out into a pro- 
digious gufiaw on seeing Berthe's absurd get-up. 

** ] promised you a surprise; well theni corne along 
with me, " she said excitedly* 

•• Where to? " 

" To see my fatherl '* 

" You're mad, j^ou arel " 
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** Not a bit of it I My people are tfie rig^t sort, you'Il 
sec." 

So they sdiied ont. The Victoria was still waiting at 
the door, and she now had hersclf driven to the Rue 
Mavbettge, to the big cookshop on the left-hand side. 
There she got out and walked into die shop. It was the 
hcight of siimmer and the place was full of customers. 
She selected an enormous fbwl, strawberries, a melon, a 
bundie of lettuces, and had the whole lot packed in an 
enormous bag as big as herself. While she was moving 
about the shop» holding up her cloak ail the time to save 

herself from tripping up, B for his part had got out 

of die carriage, and was standing talking to the driver. 
The latter was full of curiosity and was watching atl the 
tHne dirough the Windows what Berthe was after. 

'• A great lady no doubt, " he observed to B /* you 

can see it by her dress. " 

" Why, yesl "retumed B.... quietly; •' it's Madame 
de Metternich, you Icnow. ** 

Several passers-by, on hearing this name, stopped and 
bcgan to stare into the shop ; then others stopped in theîr 
tnm to see what the first was looking at. In short, in 
about no time there was a crowd collected over a hundred 
strong. The police, seeing the pavements, bloclced, cameup 
hurriedly and demanded what the matter was ; to this the 
cabman, proud to be drîving a great lady in his vehicle, 
answered at once, '' It is the Princesse de Melternich. " 
At this very instant Berthe was by way of teavihg fhe 
shop, preceded by the proprietor in person; so the police 
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pushed back the gaping loit^rers so as to form a double 
line wîth a lane between, along which Berthe stepped 
majestically to her carriage. 

B.... who had taken his stand by the carriage door, 
hat în handy in an attitude of profound respect, asked 
her where she wished to go to next. 

^* Rue des Partants, *' she answered in a loud voice, 
" No. 145 — next door to the — ^you know — ^the public 
sh-t-housel " 

Cappy whipped up his nag, which set oiF at a gallop, 
whiie the policemen made the crowd move on again. 

'' Vell 1 welll " murmured theloafers and stargazers 
to each other ; ** just to think of the great ladies of the 
Court — ^what a low lot I That's what cornes of Impérial 
corruption, don't you see 1 " 
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Giulia Banicd. — Marrtcd 1 — A Long-Lost Husbând. — An Ex- 
traordinary Caprice. — An OflBcer of the Guards in Top-Boots Only. 

— Paid on thc Nail. ^ A Littic Evcning Party at Madame Banicd's. 

— Calsado and Garcia. — Cheating at Cards. — Clément Laurier's 
Account.— The True Story.— A Tell-TaJe Card.— Proper Punish- 
ment. 



Gjusti, otherwise known as GJulia Barucct , was the very 
type, or rather the very prototype, of the complète harlot. 

She said so herself at every opportunity, and her greatest 
delîght was to déclare wîth her strongly-marked Italîan 
accent, which 1 shall not attempt to reproduce, " l'm a 
whore, 1 know ; but l'm the handsomest whore in Europe." 

And she was quîte right. She was a magnificently-made 
woman, tail and of ample mould, though possibly a trîfle 
heavy. Her body was as whîte as marble, and surmounted 
by a relatîvely small head wîth beautiful rich curly hair. 
Two great eyes shone from under her black brows wîth 
a sombre fire that was never quenched, and which sent 
strange thrîlls coursing under the skîn and along the veins 
of the coldest and most blasé of mortals. 

The instant she came near a man, be he young or old, 
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innocent or experienced, he Felt instinctsvely there stood 
before hîm thc ** eternal féminine, " the womanly prin- 
ciple incarnate, ardent, insatiable, ready for ail love now 
and for ever, ready to satisfy ail corners, the most eager 
and the most vigorous. 

If she lighted on a man of passions like her own, he was 
undone. 

Paccard died of her, and the Count Posjenski no less. 

Grammont Caderousse went to Bgypt to die, by this 
means merely putting back the inévitable for a ftw 
months. 

There was one thing, and one thing only, she was proud 
of — ^the beauty of her own body.She loved to lie stretched 
her length on her great bed, which was provided with 
sheets of black satin, and gaze her fill at her own per- 
fection. 

There were only three things in the world she really 
cared for — the maie, gormandizing, and gambling. 

Sumptuous as her toilettes were, she would never spend 
more than a quarter of an hour in trying on a costume. 

At a time when Madame Musard, Cora Pearl, Cré- 
nisse, Caroline Hassé, Caroline Letessier, Skittles, Anna 
Deslions, Schneider, Lucile Mangîn, Gioja, Soubise — not 
to mention others — ^used to be drsven to the Bois in superb 
carriages hung on C-springs and drawn by pairs worth 
anything between iifteen and twenty thousand francs (£600 
to 800), her turn-outs were comparatively speaking modest 
aiibirs. 

Little cared she for a sumptuous frame, knowing what 
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a supcrb picttire she was, and well aware that likc Dej- 
aiUra» she had only to open her ttinic to make ail men mad 
to cUmb on to the fatal pyre. 

Giulia Barucci was niarrîed. No one ever suspected it, 
though later on the papers said her husbandwas an Italian 
ténor — ^which by«4he-bye he was not. The anecdote that 
follows is confirmatory. 

One moming, M. Haritoff* who was the man of the 
day, though he had not been that of the nig^t — there 
had been some little friction among the accredited lovcrs 
—came up and rang at Giulia Baruccî's bell. 

Anita, the maid, opened Ae door, but relused him 
entrance» saying : 

** Mymistress told me to say, sir, that if anybody 
came to see her, she had gone out with Monsieur for me 
\whole day. " 

<' Monsieur? ''cried Haritoff; '' what monsieur ? '' 

'* 1 haven't a notion, sirl " answered the maid» '' but 
if you care to come back again this evening, no doubt 
Madame wîU tell you hefself. " 

At Ave o'dock therefore, Haritoff, accompanied by his 
fidus Acbaies, L... M...> who was three months later to 
become his brother-in-law as well, presented himself for 
the second time at fair Giulia's. 

They found her solemnly seated before the fire. 

]n front of her stood a man, whose coat of threadbare 
cotton velvet and heavily-nailed boots contrasted curioualy 
with the luxuriously-appointed drawing-room, leaning 
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with his back to thc chimncy-pîcce and smoking a horrible 
penny cigar that poisoned the whole place. 

'* Gentlemen, " said Giulia, rising with dignity, •* let 
me présent my husband» Signor Jacopo Barucci, toyou. " 
The visitors' amazement may be better imagined than 
described. 

" Whatl Giulia» " they cried with one voice, ** you 
marriedl The thing's impossible» inconceivable I " 

** Nevertheless ît's true — ^as true as fate. l'm married 
— nobody more so. Jacopo is a bad lot; he beat me un- 
merciftilly» and it's more than fifteen years now since 1 
left him. l'm going to give him some dinner in the kitchen» 
and at eight o'clock Anita will take him back to the Lyons 
St|tion again. '' 

Though she would give no détails to HaritofF» she was 
not so réticent to Mdlle. Soubise. 

'' Sou-Sou, my pet, 1 do assure you when I lirst saw 
him, 1 was real vexed. Ail the same 1 went to bed with 
him, and 1 tell you 1 was delighted. It was awfully nicel 
It made feel twenty years younger in a moment. " 

Thathandsome fellow D...., Lieutenant in the Body- 
Guard, was frantically in love with Giulia. He followed 
her about every where, beseiged her, persecuted her almost. 
The only puzzle is why she treated him with the rigour 
she did. 

Presumably it was mère féminine caprice, for D.... was 
a really magnificent spécimen of humanity, and she had 
a positive horror of sleeping alone. 

At last one fine day, she said to her slave : 

Women II. * 
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** Listen to me, my friend D....; you're not rich, 
barely-twenty thousand francs (£800) a year. and you sleep 
wîth ail the ladîes of tht Court who hâte an empty bed as 
much as 1 do. yifzW I as you wish to sleep wîth me, 1 wirii 
to see you naked, on horseback in the Champs Elysées. 
If you'll do thiSf 111 be your fond lîttle wife for a whole 
fortnight. l'il keep perfectly straight ail the time, and h 
shan't cost you a penny. " 

** 1 agrée wîth pleasure, " was D....'s unhesitating 
reply. ** My only condition is that 1 may keep my boots 
on. 

<< GrantedI " exclaimed Giulia at once; <^ but how are 
you going to manage, dêar boy? " 

'' That's my look-outl " replied the beau sabreur; 
^* but as I am set on havîng witnesses présent, ask us ail 
to supper to-night. It'll be quite a lîttle evening partyl 
1 will slip away about five o'clock, and at six to the minute, 
if you will be at the window, you shall see me in the 
prescribed costume. " 

D was officer on duty for the week^ and had 

to look after the customary parade of the regimental 
horses. 

Next day at six o'clock — fortunately it was high sum- 
mer; July in fact — the squadron of the Body-Guard was 
descried coming up the Champs Elysées. 

Arrived in from of No. 110, D.... gave the order: 
*' Squadron, haltl Frontl " — and then rode out in front 
of his men. After a glance to right and left to see that 
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nobody was looking, he bowed gracefiilly to Glulia who 
was at her wîndow> and at the same moment, by *a rapid 
movement of the hand, threw open his long mîlitary cloak, 
beneath which, with the soïe exception of his top-boots^ 
he was as naked as Adam. 

He drew his cloak together again, gave his horse to his 
Orderly, tiimed over the command of the Squadron to the 
Senior Quartermaster, and sprang upstairs t6 Gitdia's 
apartments. 

She agreed without demur that, notwithstanding the 
doaky.he had duly Icept his bargain; and paid the penalty 
on the spot without a murmur. 

Those were merry days. 1 hâve said she was extremely 
fond of cardsy and it was at her house some of the highest 
play of the time took place. 

De Grammont Caderousse, Radgenski, Calzado, Demi- 
doiFy Jouberty Wilson, Angel de. Miranda, Garcia, and 
others of the same sort, used to meet almost nightly at her 
rooms, and before, as well as after supper, stakes of i ooo, 
2000 or even Sooo francs (£40, £80, £200) occasioned no 
surprise. 

Players of this stamp sçorned the modest limît of 
£12,000 francs (£480) prescribed at Baden-Baden. 

Clément Laurier published, it is nûw some years since, 
under the title of " An Evening at Gîulia Barucci's, '* the 
following startling incident. 

On the 4th of February ]863, Mdlle. Barucci was 
holding a house-warming at a mansion in the Avenue des 
Champs Elysées. llnfortunately on this occasion, besides 
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the invited guests, who had been carefully selected, two 
professional gamblers, Calzado and Garcia, had slipped 
\ti. The pair of them in the courte of a few hoitrs had 
deared otit M. Angel de Miranda to the tune of a hun- 
dred thousand francs (£4000). Garcia held the cards, while 
Calzado suppled the money, played into Garcia's hands, 
and ftliared the winnings. 

The whole story should be read in Laurier's speech 
for the prosecution. He appeared to support the demand 
for restitution filed by M. Ange! de Miranda> and des- 
cribes in détail how the cheat was detected and the extra- 
ordinary scène that followed its discovery. The company, 
as already mentioned, was distinguished, including Prince 
DemidoiFy Marquis de Yivens, M. de Briraont» Baron de 
Noblet, Comte de Fontette, Comte Gaston de Poix» 
M. de Gramniont. It was De Poix who noticedthat Gar- 
cia, whose luclc was phénoménal and who hardly ever lost, 
had slipped among Ûiz cards supplied by the hostcas 
other strange ones. Garcia is called upon to restore his 
i]l«-gotten gains, and refuses point blanclc. They firooccd 
to search hîm, and ail about his person, up his dceves, 
insîde his waistcoat, in every pocket, find packets of cards 
specially made up. His clothes were simply stuflfiad with 
them. 

]n spite of abuse^ insuit, even positive violence, Qarda 
refuses to refund the 1 20,000 francs (£4800) he had twifi- 
dled the company out of. It seems at if the painfiil icene 
^ould never end, till at last M. de Grammont threatens to 
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9end for the police. Calzado,who till then had kq>t in the 
background, advises Garcia to restore what he had won ; 
and Garcia produces 5o,ooo francs (£ 2000)» declarins this 
to be ail the money he has upon him. 

'* Vell 1 " says De Grammont firmly , ^'everybody muti 
be searched. " 

Atthis, Garcia makes a dash for liberty ; but is pursued 
as he rushes from room to room, head down like a mad» 
man, scattering bank-notes on every side as he goes. 
Finally he cornes back to the main drawing-room» wherc 
he is surrounded and brought to bay. He is forced to dis» 
gorge everything, and when this is done, it is found there 
are stiU some notes missing at the roll-call. 

Meantime Calzado had been called upon to submit to 
be searched ; but refuses on the ground of its being mfra 

** What ! l'm to be searched — I, Marquis de Vivens! " 
exclaimed one of the guests, ** while M. Calzado is too 
high and mighty. No 1 ît*s a bit too strong 1 '' 

The crisis had corne» to give in orto be forced to; and 
Calzado hands over his pocket-book. 

'' Look you, ** he explains» " there are 14,000 francs 
(£56o) in bank-notes in it, which I brought to the house 
ivith me. " 

But unfortunately, just as he is putting his pocket-book 
back, someone catches sîght oF a bundie of sixteen thou* 
sand-franc notes slipping out of the bottom of his trou- 
sers. The roll is îmmediately pounced upon. 
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** But thèse notes, " said Madame Banicci to Calzado, 
'* are yours too. " 

** NoI thatmoney is notmine/' he reluctantly dedared, 
apprecîatîng the gravîty of the situation, and seeing 
how black this last dîscovery made thîngs look for him. 

This atrodous scène lasted from four o*dock în the morn- 
îng tîll eight. The account of ît to be found în Laurîer's 
speech îs excellent, being wrîtten în such a natural and 
vÎYÎd style one seems to see the actors în movement be-. 
fore one's eyes. Garcia was condemned to iive years' im- 
prisonment, and Calzado, at that time manager of the 
Théâtre Italien, to thirteen months ; the two together and 
conjointly to pay 41,000 francs (£1640) damages to the 
aggrieved parties. 

Excellent as the account is in many respects, it îs net 
strictly accurate. Thisiswhat really happened. 

One evening when some high play was in progress, 
Calzado had twice left the table to go to the water-closet. 
Whether Grammont-Caderousse suspected somethîng, or 
merely that he too had business there, he went to the 
door and knocked, without elicîting an answer. 

Presently Caderousse, getting impatient, shouted ; 

" Hurry up, now 1 You seem to be spending your 
evening in there I " 

At this, Calzado opened the door at last. Caderousse 
entered the closet and "saw a playing-card on the floor. 

He said nothing, but pulled the door to smartly and 
picked up the card. 
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A minute or two later, he returned to the drawing-room. 
They were justputtîngup the bank to auctîon. 

It was knocked down to Calzado for 100,000 francs 
(£4000). 

*^ Gentlemen, " he asked, arrangîng a row of bank- 
notes, '^ is the banker allowed to double?" 

He had barely finished dealing when Caderousse 
seîzed his hand wîth the words : 

** Sîr, you're a common thîef ! " 

Everybody sprang to his feet amid an indescribable 
scène of confusion. 

** My dear Duke, you're mad, " remonstrated the 
players; '* you're not yourself, my boy I " 

*' I said the man was a thief, " he replied, articu- 
lating his words slowly and distinctly, *' and Tm not 
going to unsay it I " 

Then, tuming to Calzado, and drawing a tlny revolver 
from his pocket^ he went on. 

'' You niade up a séquence in the water-closet ; and you 
left this card behind. " 

And with this, he held it out to him. 

'' Wè shall search you, " he continued. ** If we find 
nothing on you, and if you so please, you may blow my 
brains out with this revolver. If we do, it is another 
thing. " 

Calzado was icy cold, yet the sweat rolled off him in 
great drops on to the carpet. 

He was carefully searched on the spot, in spite of his 
struggles. 
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The false pack of cards was fbund ail ready concealed 
under hîs cuiF. 

He vas stripped, well pummelled and finally klcked 
almost naked down the back-stairs. 

This was the last game of cards ever played in Gîtdia 
BaruccFs house. 
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Marie Duplessis^ beter known under the name of the 
^' Dame aux Camélias, " came originally from Nantes« 
Her father kept a large confectioner's shop in that busy 
town, 52, Rue des Verriers, at the sign of the *• Shep- 
herd of Nantes. '' Marie was brought up at a convent 
schooL She was on the point of leaving it to marry one of 
her cousins, when her father died and was found to be 
snsolvent. As a matterof course, the cousin, who was more 
attached to the shop than to the lady, left her in4he lurclv 
without more ado. Never for an instant did Marie dream 
of going back to the convent. She took refuge with an old 
aunt ; but did not remain long in this safe retirement. Pre*' 
sently she induced the son of a rich ship-owner of Nantes, 
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to run away wlth her, ançt^âiey travelledtogether through 
Switzerlandy Spain^ and Italy. Her lover dîed very sud- 
denly at Naples ; but scoming to be çast down by such a 
trifle, she threw in her lot with a celebrated painter who 
had been theîr travelling companion for six months. Later 
she returned to Paris, and served the same artist as a 
model. Unfortunately, though a perfect model from the 
artistic point of viev, she was far from being a model of 
virtue» and soon quitted her painter lover for a comedian. 

This liaison shows plainly her goodness of heart. Her 
new lover was no longer young, and far from handsome ; 
he was rough and brutal, and absolutely lacking in talent. 
Nevertheless she remained true to him two whole years — 
an etemity under the circumstances I 

One fine day she disappeared. About the year 1845, 
she was mistress of a shop for the sale of gloves and per- 
fumery in the notorious Passage de TOpéra. The^ police 
were more easy-going then — though it is fair tosay pretty 
female glovers were not so numerous in those time»' as 
they are nowadays — and the sisterhood cûuld pursue 
their business almost with impunity* It is to be supposed 
she knew the size of her customers' — ahem 1 — hands, 
for she had an extensive cUenfèk^ and might hâve said with 
perfect truth, like a boasting brothel-keeper, '< No one 
ever left my premises dissatisfiedi " 

One evening a Spanish grandee, an ex-minister of 
Finance, visited her place of business and was so charmed 
he came again and again. Before long he succeeded in 
persuading her that the trade she followed was never likely 
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to lead to either fortune or goodname, and induced her 
to remove to a pretty set of rooms he took for her in the 
Rue Saint-Lazare. She hardly liked the sound of the 
name * — the house of correction for women in Paris» is 
the^ prison of Saint-Lazare — which she thought decidedly 
ill-omened, but as the apartments were magnificently fur- 
nished and as moreover he oiFered her a carnage and two 
thousand francs (£80) a month» her scrupules were not of 
a very long duration, and she made herself at home. 

The ex-Minister was far from being exacting in his 
demands. In return for the présents of ail sorts and kinds 
with which he loaded her, ail he asked her to do was to 
receive him from three to iive each afternoon — but under 
spécial and rather remarkable conditions. 

She was to be dressed in white, in a loose wrapper and 
a chemise of transparent muslin, hair down and arms bare» 
with white stockings and black shoes. 

Then the eccentric being would arrive, always punctual 
to the minute. He would take a seat, and proceed to talk 
of the weather and the crops, discuss the latest scandai 
and hold forth on the question of the conversion of the 
Spanish loan. Finally he would kiss her hands, and then... 
take his departure as punctually as he had arrived 1 

Marie, free again, would slip olF her white garments' 
and away to her lover's to spend part of the thirty-three 
francs odd an hour she made so easily — certainly with 
far less trouble than in the back-parlour of her shop in the 
Passage de l'Opéra. 

In conséquence of a révolution in Spanish politics, the 



7^ jrOMETi TUAT PM8 Î7V THE NIGHT 

cx-Minister wasrecalled to Madrid. Before his deptrturc» 
howevcr, he recommended her warmly to a friend, a Jew 
banktr Itvîng in London. The latter carried her with him 
to that City, where she played her cards so well, that 9ome 
time afterwards ahe returned to Paris the mistress of a 
large fortune. 

Vhen Marie Duplessis died, her decease was aImo5t a 
public event. Ladies, of the highest fashion every one of 
them, visited the rooms she had occupîed ; and her ftirni- 
ture, when it came to be sold by auction, fetched more 
than four times its real value. 

She lies in the Montmartre cemetery, 31 st Section» in 
a rich ^rcophagus, which ail the year round is loaded 
with rare flowers. It is not old admirers who bring thèse 
flowers day by day» as might be supposed ; an unknown 
and mysterious hand keeps the torab beautiful firom year*s 
end to year's end. The great novel, by Alexandre Dumas 
the Younger, founded on some incidents of her life» is 
also responsible for the cuit of the dead courtesan. 

Imu the Savoyardes origin was an uncommon one 
among women of her class. At ten years old, her parents 
entrusted her to a master chimney-sweep, who used every 
year to import to Paris a certain number of poor lads, 
whom he then let loose on the streets, with a ragged cot- 
ton night-cap on their head, faces well daubed with soot, 
and sweepîng-brush and brundies of ropes on their backs. 
Thèse wretched little beîngs used to scour the streets, 
crying *^ Sweep 1 Sweep I " — but more anxiçus really to 
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get an occasional tou (rom the compassionate passer-by 
than to look for real work. 

As to the giris, the master used to ^ve Acm each a 
hurdy-gurdy and a monkey. Thtis provided thcy could 
wandcr about Paris playing more or less indiflerently on 
their nerve^tortunng instrument, and making their wretched 
marmoset dance to the soiind of the old, familiar 
chorus: 

" A la p'tîtc Javotte 

Jetcx qiid({ucs soiu. 

Et n petite inarmotte 

Va danser devant vous. " 

(" Throw litde Javotte a sou or two and her tiny «onkcy alialJ 
dance for you. ") (1). 

If the hurdy-gurdy proved beyond her akill, she would 
be given a barrel-organ, yMA die had to drag about on 
a little four-wheeied truck. 

Irma left a letter behind her at her death» in which she 
reoountcd die story of her life. Wc extract a few of the 
more striking passages. Thèse hâve been already made use 
of by the authors of ** Paris-Lorette, " a book publtshed 
as much as forty years 9gp : 

" To tum a handle for twdve Kours on end every day of your lîfc, 
fo play a barrcJ-organ and sing in fine weadier and in foui— especially 
in fonâ, in nin, snow and haï! — ^the better to excite the pity of the 
public, what a life 1 



(1) There is a sli^tly obscène hidden meanlng in this old saucy 
aoog. If Javottc's " OKMikey " Is translated as *' pussy,** the indecency 
bccomes more apparent. 
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" 1 did ail this till 1 wat fiftecii. Simply to think of \t, givcs me 
horrid cramps in the elbows to this day. 

" A ht, middle-ag£d gentleman, used to follow me night after night 
on my road back to the unfrequented district where we lived, and 
with inexhaustible paUciicc repeated over and over again for six 
months nuining that 1 was never meant to play a barrel-organ ail my 
Mb ; that if only 1 would listen to him, he would makea lady of me —in 
ftict the usual rigmarole under such circumstances. So much patience, 
and such an air of podgy respectability, could not but touch me at 
last. So one fine evcning 1 left my instrument behind in our garrct, and 
quitted the old place never to return. 

My obèse angel was ail goodness to me — a suite in walnut, pretty 
stuff frocks, hats at i5 francs (is/6), a stall at the Ambigu temple of 
the drama, cakes and aie, and red wine unlimited. But a very few 
months sufficed to teach me that a woman ought to do better than 
that for herself, and 1 began to long for mahogany, silks and velvets, 
a stage-box at the Vaudeville and iced Champagne 1 

" 1 treated my benefactor with revolting ingratitude, and played 
him tricks—oh, endless tricksl He was just on the point of finding 
me out, when he was struck down by a sudden and fatal stroke of 
apoplexy. 

" 1 went through the mahogany stage, and in due order reached rose- 
wood. A Russian Prince thcn promoted me to ebony and mother-o'- 
pearK 1 was in the full swim of it, and was to hâve a set of diamonds — 
necklace, earrings and bracelets — when alas 1 my Muscovite left me 
ail forlom. 

" To get over my dlsappointment, 1 went to London in company 
of an English lord — a millionaire, but stupide [and tiresome to a 
degree. He longed, he used to tell me, to rescue me from the terrible 
life 1 was leading in l'aris. He kept me shut up in a country-house, 
under the plea of making me forget my past and purifying me by the 
contemplation of Nature. 

" Every morning Sir William would come to see me, greeting me with 
a kiss on the forehead, and used to leave me in the evening with the 
same chaste salute. 

" When are you going to remain with me ail night 7 " 1 used to 
ask him day after day. 
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*' As soon ms you are quite purifi^d, " he would rcply in his hmk 
English voice. " PcTsevere, my child, in rite contemplation of Nature 1" 

" 1 was beg^nnifig to be heartilly sick of the «contemplation of 
Nature,' when one d^y a message arrived that 1 was to go to town 
withouta moment's delay. Sir William had drowncd himself^but 1 
was sole legatee under his will. 

" 1 made the best of my way back to Paris. Nature has made me 
passionately sensual, so that 1 was barely settled down befbre 1 took 
up with an actor.. There's no resisting it ; when 1 see a man ail tinsd 
and spangles, in pink tights^well, Vm just infatuatedl He was a 
jeutu prewuer ; but 1 had a second string to my bow as well, a rope- 
dancer. 1 cannot withstand a dear boy who has rouge on his chceks 
and wears fleshings. 1 hâve committed fbllies enough, petting and spoil- 
ling clowns and harlequins ; not disdaining a dever Pierrot, when I 
came across 'one, but the young walking-gentleman, the stage-lover 
with his silky moustache, the second-rate lady-killer who rants on 
suburban stages and in cheap playhouses, who rolls his eyes so tenderly, 
carols a plaintive ballad of love so sweetly — he's my fançy, my pas- 
sion, my lech 1 What scamps they are too 1 Many a good haul of Sir 
William's money hâve they made — most of them. 1 do not regret it in 
the least, for with then if 1 'contemplated Nature,' it was not, you 
may be sure, from the Windows of a dull house in the country 1 

" When 1 had wasted my whole legacy in riotous living, 1 ]ust set 
to work again. l've made another fortune of my own, and when Tm 
in high spirits, 1 sing this verse of the old catch 1 used to make my 
monkey dance to : 

"J'ai quitté mon village 
Avec mes gros sabots ; 
Maintenant j' roule équipage, 
y suis riche et j' porte chapeau 1 " 

(" 1 lefr my native village, with my dumping wooden shoes ; now 
I drive my carriage, l'm rich and dress like a lady 1 ") 

Marie Duplessis was utterîy uneducated; Mrs. Malaprop 
was a genîus compared to her^ but she was as fond of 
pretending to be a scholar as anybody. When chafled 
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about hcr ignorance, she had ont invariaUc reply always 
ready : 

" 1 tellyou 1 received a most superior éducation. New 
look hère* Your name îs Maurice ; welll l'm going to 
prove 1 know my Latin authors by an approprîate quo- 
tation. Hère goes — Maurice^ tu ris, hi n'es qu'une sale 
iank ! (A^tirice, you laugh» you're but a dirty aunti) " (i). 

Nina Bouillabaisse, whose nickname» derived from the 
fish-stew celebrated at Adarseilles, proves that she came 
fÎTom that lively southem seaport, was originally seduced 
by a stockbroker. The latter, when he had enot^h of her» 
passed on his mistress to a frîend, a notary at Lyons. 
The man of law, horrified at the scandais she gave nse to, 
packed her ofF to one of his cronies in Paris, who was a 
lawyer. Once in the Gay City, she dispensed with further 
recommandations. She spningat onceinto notoriety, thanks 
to a supper she was présent at one night after an Opéra 
bail along with several young men at the Maison Dorée. 
One of the party asking her what dish she would like to 
hâve, she replied wîthout a moment's hésitation, *' 'Vliy 1 
a bouillabaisse, of course I " and at every course demanted 
the dish of fish sîmmered in saffron sauce reminding her 
of her native town. 

The sensation was immense, and the applause redoubled 



(i) A horrible punning version in French of the hackneyed quo- 
tation, " Morituri te salutant. " Tante, in Gallic slang, stands for sod- 
onàU, so this cxplanatlon niay pcrhaps throw a ray of light on tKe 
«uthor's jolcclel. 
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at each répétition. She wasbaptized ** Bouillabaisse *' on 

the spot, and then and there a score of generous offers J 

were made her. Nina was a girl of sensé, and reasoned thus 

with herself, ** Whcn 1 was just simple Nina and nothing 

more, ail the lovers 1 had were scurvy fellows, each stin- 

gier than the other. Ail day long they kept the bail 

a-rolling. Morning brought a carotty chap ;'midday ush- 

ered in an beauteous auburn boy ; evening was the signal 

for the appearance of a darlc gentleman ; as for the night, 

1 ought to hâve had a turnstile at my door — and yet 1 

was always in low water 1 ] happen one night to ask for a 

dish of bouillabaisse^ and lo I 1 an\ overwhelmed with a per- 

fect shower of good solid oifers. Well, well I as bouillabaisse 

seems to be a magie word in Paris, V\\ make a point of 

invariably calling for nothing but my native dish at every 

restaurant I go to. " 

At the Café Anglais, " ^aiter I a bouillabaisse ! " At the 
Maison Dorée, ** Bouillabaisse^ if you please 1 " Every- 
where for a whole fortnight bouillabaisse was the catchword 
of the moment. 

On the Stock Exchange, '' Bouillabaisse stands 120, 
ex div. — what oifers ? " 

At the Club, '' l'il toss you for a night with ' Bouilla- 
baisse, ' old chappie — sudden death I " 

It was Nina Bouillabaisse who was the heroine, or one 
of the heroines of the following little adventure. It was a 
njne days' wonder, current, it is fair to say, not so much 
in ladies' drawing-rooms as in less reputable localities. 

AH who were in the swim of fashionable Parisianlife 

,^om«a II. 6 
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between i8So and iS6S will recollect Monsieur L , 

who was doubly and trebly a milHonaire, and who won 
himself no little notoriety as a man oF pleasure of very 
eccentrîc habits. Mis open-handedness with women was 
proverbial ; he was the spécial Providence of ail hard-up 
whores. 

One evening L was supping by himself in a private 

room at the Maison Dorée, weary to death of his own 
Company. It was a case, as Clara La Sardine used to say» 
of ** extra spécial boredom at a hundred francs a head. '' 
Not knowing what more to eat or drink, nor to whose arms 
to fiy for a little amusement — he had tried ail the best- 
known Parisian lasses at one time or another — a mad freak 
suddenly suggested itself to his mind. 

He summoned the waiter. 

** Joseph, " said he to the latter, on his appearance, 
*' fetch me six whores. " 

'* You are in great form, sirl " 

*' Go and do what you're told. What's my fbrm got 
to do wJth you 7 Set about it, and look quicker than that, 
anyway ! " 

Joseph steppedout on thebusy Boulevard, and picked 
up half-a-dozen '' professionals " who were loaiing on 
chairs in front ofj;he dlffcrcnt cafés, waiting for a '' job. '' 
Three words put them wise to the caper, and in two 
minutes the whole six invaded the private room where the 
used-up millionaire was yawnin^ his head oif, fit to crack 
his jaw. 

Joseph discreetly retired, and the instant the door was 
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shut, L set al] the hired Cleopatras in arow and pro- 

ceeded to examine them. 

" So, there's six of you/' he said, addressing them 
generally; •' how much for the lot?" 

'* Five hundred francs (£20), " replied Nina Bouilla- 
baisse, speaking up for the others. 

** Too muchl Give you twenty francs a head. " 

** Ail rightl Agreedl " chorussed the darlings. 

L... rang the bell a second time. 

•* Joseph, fetch up my coachman. " 

In a few moments, the coachman came in, holding him- 
self stiff and upright, as coachmenin good familles always 
do. 

** See those six whores ? " said L... to his Jehu, addres- 
sing him in quite a matter-of-fact tone ; '' 1 Ve paid for 
you. Givingyoua treati Now, myman, go in and winl " 

'' Shall 1 put out the gas? " asked Nina. 

** Certainly not ! 1 want something for my hundred 
and twenty francs ! " 

It was not Nina Bouillabaisse, as may be supposed, 
who reported the somewhat erotic incidents that ensued. 
It was the Waiters at the Maison Dorée. 

How did they know ? 

The explanation is delightfully simple. Waiters who 
itch to witness the scènes that take place inside the pri- 
vate rooms, hâve devised an economical way of enjoying 
the privilèges of '* spy-hole " amateurs, lecherous 
lookers-on, free, gratis, and for nothing. Indéedthe thing 
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grows into a passion with them, described by Tissot î ^la 
his masterly treatise on onanism. 

What they do îs to bore a hole în the room door an^:i 
wjth theîr gîmlet they make îtso smali as to be practîcally 
imperceptible. Then watching for the instant when the 
loving pair are getting into the sentimental stage which 
follows a good dinner, they station themselves at their 
point of observation, and in spite of the lights, see the 
full moon in ail itsglory, and ail the other hémisphères of 
the fair sex, what time the occupant of the little room is 
toasting the fair sex of both hémisphères 1 

No need to insist on détails» 1 imagine. But just as a 
prudent man will avoid shell-iish when dining à deux in a 
private room, he will be wise if he draws the portière, or 
door-hangings, well across the panels, to baulk the wai- 
ter's curiosity, and, if necessary, rigup a chair to .keep 
the dingy tapestry in place 1 

Nina Bouillabaisse was ail the rage forseveral years on 
end ; then one fine day she suddenly disappeared from cur- 
rency.The fact was she had madea very respectable pile. 

Having packed up a neat parcel, she retumed to Mar- 
seilles, and married there. Thus she was able for the rest 
of her days to enjoy herfill of the succulent dish to which 
she owed her success. 





CHAPTER VU 

Rose Pompon. — Tiunquam Pottuta. — '* Précautions werc în 
Vain. " — Who Pays the Piper? — Pêne Brexit Vomum. — Cora 
Pearl and Roqueplan. — A Momentous First Night. — An Aristocratie 
Audience. — Cupid's Bow. — A Succès d'Estime. — Tlie Baclc of tlie 
Tapestry. — Napoléon lll. and Cora Pearl. — Five Thousand Francs 
in Gold. — An Inopportune Diarrhœa. — " Naturally you Require 
Paper 1 " ■>— The Splcndours of Otlier Days. — Catiierine Labruyère. 
— Judicial Révélations. 



Rose Pompon is one of the celebrîtîes of the Bal Bul- 
lîer — the iamous dancing saloon and summer garden of 
the students over the water — and she was one of the 
most time-honourcd '* insalubrities ** of defunct Mabîlle. 
The famous motto of the good town of Bayonne would 
scarcely apply to her; nother most de voted partisan could 
say of her, J^unquam Polluta I 

She was so old, so very, very old, that ail her contem- 
poraries supposed her long ago undcr the sod, with ** her 
toes turned up to the roots of the daisies. " 

Itwas talking about her that a pompous paterfamilias 
9tarted moralizing to his son, by saying: 
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*• Ah 1 my boy, thc women of thc présent are not to be 
compared with those of my day 1 " 

" But, father, " rejoîned young hopeful, ** they'îj^^ ' 
identically the same I " 

Anyhow, she îs not dead, far from ît. She has retired 
to an élégant villa in the pleasant vneighbourhood of 
Argenteuî], where the roses bloom luxuriantly, and she has 
furnished herselF a sweet, cosy nest forher declîning 
years. Moreover her iadîng charms even yet sufficed to 
enslave one of our wealthiest financiers, who died only 
quîte recently. 

There must indeed hâve been considérable vestiges of 
the beauty that entranced our iathers in ]83oy for her to 
get monthey fifry thousand francs (£2000) from M. C..., a 
man with a wide réputation for getting his money's worth. 

Nevertheless, to judge by what current history tells us, 
this princely liberality failed to satisfy ail her aspirations. 

Old-fashioned in her habits, she was. no votary of the 
Lesbian Venus. Instead, she took as her lover a young 
man of agreeable person and high birdi. Him she loaded 
with favours, and coaxed and cuddled him like an old cat 
with one kitten, really loving him — in herway. Hewas 
her darling, her pretty littleboy, and was pampered, made 
much of, and flattered accordîngly. 

The financier, who did not like the idea of his mistress 
whom he looked upon as his capital, distributing the smal- 
lestdividend, used to arrive on the scène unexpectedly, 
in his steam launch, sometimes in a cab or by omnibus. 
This did not suit our friend's book at ail ; so she organ- 
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■^'^ 

îzed a spécial intelligence department to warn her of an 

impending visiton thepartof M. C. 

A man in her pay was permanently stationed at the 
bridge of Argenteuil, a second at the railway station,while 
a third kept a look-out on the high road. 

They were on duty day and night ; but alas 1 no one 
can think of everything. 

One day there arrived a drayload of cases of wine label- 

ied for her and as coming from M. C She received 

the carter at the door herself. Presently, as soon as the 
wine was properly stored in the cellar, the carter came 
into the dining-room to get his delivery-sheet signed. In 
a comfortable armchair was seated in luxurious ease the 
antiquated charmer's best boy. She signed the paper and 
took out her purse to give the man the customary tip ; 
but found she had nothing but gôld. 

** Bibi — petl" slfe exclaimed, lovingly, turning to 
the young man, '* will you give the worthy man a crown 
forme?''. 

'* Too much, my dear 1 " said- Bibi, who was a bit of 
a Jew. 

" No I no 1 Give him the money, " she persisted ; " it's 
old C... who pays the piper, you knowl " 

The carter, who had stood by during thelittle dialogue 
without moving a muscle, held out his left hand for the 
money, while with his right he whipped oflF his wing and 
spectacles. Tableau! Bluefire! It was M. C... I 

The lady fainted — the last resource of every woman 
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who iinds herself in a tîght place. As for the young hero, 
he took to his heels incontinently. 

M. C was extremely angry^ and reduced the allow- 

ance from 5o,ooo to 20,000 francs (£2000 to £800) a 
mon th. 

The ** pretty little boy " îs the proud possessor at 
présent of a neat little villa in the suburbs. 

On the façade, the observant passer-by may read the 
punnîng Latin inscription : 

PENE EREXIT DOMUM (1) 

One of the most notorious trulls of Paris during the 
Second Empire, was the Anglo-Saxon courtesan, Cora 
Pearl. The well-known newspaper, •' La Presse, " wrotc 
thus of her in some remarks signed by that smartest of 
Boulevard joumalists, Nestor Roqueplan. 

" Where does Mademoiselle — 6r better, *Miss' Cora 
Pearl come from ? 

" From the Bois de Boulogne. 

" And her master? 

*• I s Nature. 

** Why is she coming out on the stage? 

'< Because such is'her good pleasure, and she wishes to 
gratify the public under a new aspect. In the other, ail 
Paris knows her as a sort of female Centaur, as the inven- 
tor of the complète art of amazonian horsemanshîp. 



(i) Hc crectcd thîs housc by dint of | ^^"j||j 
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*' She was the first female to appear on our fashîonable 
promenades rîdingreally good horses, which she managed 
with incomparable grâce and skîll, or else in carriages 
which the most compétent observers held to be models of 
ail that make and colour should be. Their gênerai turnout, 
and the style and appearance of their harness were the 
subject of universal admiration, no less than the liveries 
and correct bearing of her personnel^ amongst which there 
was u'sually to be seen a tiny groom whose youth and 
pretty looks made an effective contrast with his officiai 
gravity; 

''AH who really understoodhorse-flesh put Cora Pearl in 
a class apart — quite distinct from the awkward and heavy- 
handed horsewomen who would sometimes enter into 
rivalry with her. Their efforts were invariably ill-directed 
and short-lived, their stable arrangements poor, their ser- 
vants inefficient, their animais showy but unsound — in fact 
the whole thing pretentious, temporary and of inferior 
fashion. 

** For Cora Pearl horses are not mercly a luxury, they 
are a science — ^and an exact science. A visit to her stables 
isa lesson in administrative organization, proving how 
absurd sums of money could be wisely spent on this one 
item of an otherwise senselessly extravagant budget. 

'' But there is method in her madness. 

'' ]t is enough to reduce tohopeless despair the smail 
fry of sportsmen — and sportswomen — ^who keep one hack 
for ail purposes, the most unportant being to gallop about 
fashionablc thoroughfares, so as to startle and impress the 



>• 
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quiet btirgcss folk seated on the penny chairs bordering 
thc pavement of the Champs Elysées. " 

On Saturday, January 27, 1866, Cora Pcarl — ^her real 
name was Emma Cnitch — was the means of bringîng to- 
gether ail her friends, and their name was légion, in the 
elegant> though stuflFy auditorium of the Bouffes Parisiens 
Théâtre ; boxes, stalls, dress-circle and amphithéâtre, even 
the very passages, were crammed with spectators. 

Boxes had long ago been disposed of at sums varying 
from Soc to 1000 francs (£20 to £40), temporary seats in 
the gangways were selling at the doors for fotnr and five 
napoléons apiece, while the mère privilège of a peep at 
the stage through the little window in the box-doors was 
fought for with desperate détermination by a host of com- 
petitors of ail âges. 

Never in any théâtre had there been more startling toi- 
lettes, a more lavish display of flowers, diamonds and daz- 
zling bare shoulders. The whole crowd of thc *' half- 
square " charmers who used to fréquent the dancing aca- 
démies of Cellarius and Laborde had met with one accord 
in this playhouse, where Cora Pearl seemed as if holding 
a réception. The best seats were occupied longbefore the 
rising of the curtain by the pick of the basket of fast and 
fashionable society. The indescribable flutter of suppres- 
sed exGÎtemcnt that always hcralds a momentous début 
pervaded thc whole throng. . 

Both sexes were wcH în force, especially thc sterner, 
forambassadors, Deputies, représentatives of finance and 




jrOMETi TNAT PASS m THE NlGTiT 91 

oF sport had ail made a point oF honouring so seductive an 
invitation. 

Ail sorts oF distinguîshed personages wcrc to bc sccn 
thcrc — Prince de Sagan, Prince Achille Murât, Prince 
d'Arenbcrg, Marquis de Scépaux, Vicomte Daru, Khalil 
Bey, Mustapha Pasha, Duke oF Hamilton, Prince Trou- 
betzkoi, Duc deMouchy, Ernest André, Garcia, Marquis 
de Caux, Vicomte de La Perrière, Marquis de Mornay, 
Georges and Maurice Brisson, Raimbaud, Duc d'Acqua- 
viva, Comte de Colobiano, Vicomte de Merlemont, Henri 
Cartier, Marquis de Modène, Vicomte Davillier-Regnault 
de Saint-Jean d'Angely, Marquis de^ Rennepont, Comte 
Ed. de Viel-Castel, Vicomte de Brimont, Vicomte de 
Turenne, Comte de Montsaulnin, Duc de Rivoli, Vicomte 
de Cossé-Brissac, Comte de BeauFort, Edward Blount, 
etc. Ail the best names oF Parisian and cosmopolitan 
Society. 

To see Cora Pearl thus clad in an ail but transparent 
costume beginning well above the knee to end low down 
on the bosom, with ample opportunities leFt bctween 
thèse two points For the most prying investigators ; to sec 
within a Few yards oF the eye, treading the common 
boards, transfigured by the Fairy Foot oF the resplendent 
goddess, the fair being only glanced at hitherto aFar off 
in the Bois, in the discreet light oF an Opéra box or a 
boudoir, never more than halF perceived and that dis- 
figuredunderthe prosaic costume demanded by the conven- 
tions oF a prudish and cramping civilisation ; to hâve her 
thcrc at last imder the fierce light oF a hundred pairs oF 
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glasses she cannot escape this time ; to gloat at leisure over 
hcr whitc arms, hcr dcgant lîmbs and cvcry onc of hcr 
bodîly beautîes so long kcpt veiled, to rcvcl frccly în thc 
luscîous forbidden fruit of hcr beauty ; ail this was surdy 
one of those unparalleled delîghts, those unique festivals, 
that n\ake an epoch in a man's life ;Sone of those spécial 
treats no one has a right to expect, and which seem in- 
credible till they are actually enjoyed. 

For more than a fornight past you might hâve dis- 
coursed in vain to the intelligent and enlightened men 
hère présent of Prussian intrigues, of the Eastern question, 
of the Qerman Emperor's latest rescript, of the price of 
bread, of the abolition of newspaper censorship, of Jev^ish 
persécution, or Carlist insurrections, or of any other thing 
in heaven or on earth. They would hâve turned a deaf 
ear ; Cora Pearl was ail they thought about, talked about, 
or cared about. Shc and her visit to the manager of the 
théâtre, and her sudden détermination, so utterly un- 
foreseen and unexpected, to make her charms a public spec- 
tacle, to présent herself thus, half nude, to ail the world, 
in the full glare of the footlights, to don the traditional 
tinsel and tights, sing her lines, come on, go off, obeying 
the beat of the leader's W/o/i like any oràinTccy figurante in 
rosy cotton fleshings — this formed the matter of thril- 
ling interest and never-ending discussion among men of 
ail ranks. On thèse momentous questions, as Gasparini 
said in the newspaper, ** La Liberté, " at the time, the 
thoughts of ail Paris were concentrated. The evening of 
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this memomble Saturday was awaîted wîth a very fever of 
anxiety and impatience. 

The audience was already palpitating wîth excitement 
when the familiar signal preluded the rising of the curtain 
on the burlesque comic opéra, ** Orphée aux Enfers, " 
music by Offenbach. 

Theheavy hangings of scarlet velvetopened, and Cora 
in person appeared in the costume of her part. 

She was a Cupid — a Court Cupid of Louis XIV. style. 

Flesh-coloured tights of the thinnest, lightest, most 
diaphanous texture — while a pretty cloak of blue velvet^ 
embroidered and fringed with gold, hung gracefuUy from 
her shoulders. - 

^ings of blue, white, and gold ; sandals with yellow 
ribands fastened over the instep and round the ankles ; 
flowing artificial locks clustering in rin^^ets on her 
shapely head and falling on her lovely neck. 

The maie part of the audience gazed, and gazed again 
with dilated eyeballs, and the concupiscent men found 
the vision entrancing. 

The front of her dress was literally one mais of dia- 
monds ; there was a diamond aigrette in herhair, garlands 
and loops of diamonds everywhere and she wore a dia- 
mond girdie round her waist. She positively blazed with 
the/brilliant precious stones. 

So far so good. Unfortunately she had to sing, speak» 
waltz, and worst of ail» poor woihanl look arch and 
saucy, in her part of the cunning boy, Cupid — one she 
probably thought muchprevious practice in private would 
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have made casier than she found it on the stage. She 
came forward ail smslcs to the footlîghts. There shestop- 
ped, and pluckJng an arrow from her quiver fitted it to 
her golden bow with a witching gesture. Alas I before aim- 
ingy she ** hesitated and was lost. " Derisive laughter 
was heard from scveral quarters of the house, and though 
her trusty admirers applauded stoutly, poor Cupid was 
put out of countenance, and the would-be actress mortally 
wounded in her amour propre. 

Curious it was to mark the anxious faces and eager 
eyes with which ail her lady friends in die audience 
watched dear Cora's efforts, and their secret satisfaction 
when they saw the débufanîe paling and shrinking under the 
]oud> ironical applause that spelt at the best succès d'esHme 
— in other more brutal words : failure. 

The most amusing part of the play was before the 
curtain I 

When ail was over, one of my friends said> voicing the 
gênerai disappointment : ** What I Ibat the woman so 
famous for her splendid luxury, princely carrîages^ magni- 
ficent horses and resplendent toilettes ? But what of 
élégance, beauty, and shapeliness? What simpletons thèse 
grandees of finance and fashion must bel Anyhow, «for 
once in my life, l've seen the back of the tapestry 1 " 

Stilted gestures, a carriage without vigour, a voice 
without confidence and a déplorable accent — a lam- 
entable exhibition altogether that makes us blush for the 
modern stage. 
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If Love had been buîlt like that, he would never hâve 
undone Troy or ruîned poor Eurydice. 

Cora met with numberless strange adventures. The fol- 
lowing, which has been sometîmes told of another fashîon- 
able demîrep, is, 1 imagine, not generally known. In 
any case it deserves répétition. 

The Emperor Napoléon 111., who had a fancy to 
spend a night with this divine Pearl of price, despatched 
as his ambassador General Fleury, whom we hâve ail heard 
of as being his Majesty's Purveyor-in-Chief. As may bc 
supposed, the preliminary négociations did nottake long» 
and not a word was said about the price. The Sovereign's 
generosity in certain quarters was proverbial. 
. On the appointed evening, the Anglo-Saxon strumpet 
was admitted into the Tuileries, ^hether it was she had 
not properly digested her dinner, or that the excitement 
of sharing the Impérial couch was too much for her^ at 
any rate she had to get up repeatedly during the night, a 
victim to violent diarrhoea. Next day she was taken home 
again, in the celebrated brougham reserved exclusively for 
this purpose. 

]n the course of themorning, the digniiied Director of 
Her Majesty's Pleasures brought her a sum of five thou- 
sand francs (£200) in gotd. She made a face that stifliciently 
expressed her feelings. 

" Is that ail you bring me? " she said. " How much 
hâve you kept for your own commission ? " 

'^ Not a farthing, madame 1 " 
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" Ah, welll take back your moncy. 1 don't want it. " 

General Fleury left the house and reported the rcsult 
of hîs mission to the Emperor. 

''Soi she doesn't think it enough, " he said on hear- 
ing what had taken place. ' ' Well 1 gi ve me my coin back, 
and go and deliver to her thèse notes instead, fifty one 
hundred-franc notes making five thousand altogether.Tell 
her at the same time, 'Madame, you are quite right. The 
Emperor tells me you went so often to a certain place 
during the night, that you naturally require paperl' ** 

This notorious queen of cocottes lasted a long time 
after the fall of the Empire. She could be seen occasionally , 
the wreck of her former self, driving sadly up the Champs 
Elysées, in which avenue she inhabited a cheap enhrnoL 
She looked old and worn both in face and figure, and she 
pondered over the splendours of other days, when she 
possessed a charming private house in the quiet Rue de 
Chaillot. It was there that young Alexandre Duval, son 
and successor of the clever butcher who started the cheag 
eating-houses, called the Bouillons Duval, tried to end 
his days with a pistol-shot, because she spurned his youth- 
ful love. Since then, he has become a Benedict, but still 
remains a man of fashion. ]f I remember rightly, Cora 
passed away peacefully in her little Champs Elysées apart-« 
ment situated over the shop where the Petit auto and 
cycle store was established later, and her death took place 
in the early nîneties. 

Such are time's revenges in tlus world of ours. 



r., 
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Another famous light of love in her day, wasMdlle. 
•s Labruyère, otherwise Catherine Schumacher. In 1866, 

she married a decayed man of i^shion of the First Em- 
^ pire, whose tarnished name seemed destîned to the last 

«a day of his long career to be compromised in shaméfui 

yi transactions. 

c' Known by the name of Ataubreuil, he had been Cham- 

berlain to the Queen of ^/estphalia, during the reign of 
j:r Jérôme Napoléon at Cassel. In 181 5, being entrusted 

with a secret mission, but one the real aim of which was 
3; proved and admitted, viz. to assassinate Napoléon, (a 

(s pamphlet is in existence touching this, entitled '' 7/fS- 

|5 hire du Soufflet Donné à M. de Talleyrand. — ** History 

of the Blow Administered to M. de Talleyrand. ") Mau- 
; breuil met his former mistress, the Queen of Westphalia» 

; at Montereau, on her way back to her father's kingdom. 

He caused her to be arrested, and under pretext of rea- 
sons of State, stole her diamonds and other valuables. The 
year before, at the time of the entry of the Allies into 
Paris, he had ridden through the streets of the capital 
with a cross of the Legjon of Honour tied to his horse's 
taih 

In 1866, being reduced to the most abject straits, to 
which indeed he had now been long accustomed, he con- 
sented to raarry Labruyère. He was at the time just 
eîghty-three 1 

Hère are some curious :^attlculars of the sum contri- 
buted by the lady as dowry: 

Womtn IL 7 
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Furnittire of grand drawîng-room . . • 56, 1 5o fr. 

Small dniwing-room 21,020 — 

Bedroom 25,75o — 

Dining-room, servants' rboms, etc . . . 33,960 — 

Furs • 3i,85o — s 

Lace ' 25,55o — 

Jewellery , . 51,420 — 

Thirty-six dresses, about 1 5,333 — 

Underwear *4»777 — 

Plate 14.4*3 — 

Qlass, porcelain, etc. . -. 11 ,460 — 

Contents of cellars 9,000 — 

Carrîages, hamess, etc 3, 100 — 

323,853 h. 

Her Personal fortune încluded besides 3ooo francs 
(£120) annuîty on good security, about '3oo,ooo francs 
(£12,000) secured debts of various kînds fallîng due in 
1871, and 3,800 shares in sundry Companies and 
Societîes. 

With ail thèse resources of différent kinds, there were 
ample means to regild the coat of arms of the old Alarquis. 

Of some people we say. Fortune came to them while they 
slept. Not so of Labniyère. It was while keeping others 
awake that the blind goddess rolled her wheel to her. 

Catherine brought a son ail ready made to this senile 
scampof a Maubreuîl, vho lost no tîme in acknowledging 
the lad as his own, according to French law. 

Hts golden dreams were bitterly dîsappoînted. Within 
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a very few days after the wedding, Labruyère banished 
him to a dark doseti where he lived half starved and treated 
]îke a dog, buUied by the servants who used to beat 
hîm andcall him '' ôld hanger-on, '* and other still more 
opprobrious names. Meantime she began her oid life 
agaîn — lovers galore and the fastest of fast lîving. 

Maubreuil, robbed, deceived, beaten, and indignant, 
petitioned the Courts for a jtfdicial séparation. 

The case let the public into some pretty secrets I It 
came out that a respected lady^ the Marquise d'Orvault, 
was daughter of a cabman at Montrouge, and the Jehu's 
son had been convicted of attempted murd'^r and râpe on 
the person of his sister. 

Maubreuil went into retirtment at Batîgnolles after the 
trial. He died in June, 1868, friendless and uncomforted. 

A curious coincidence is that when the Baronne d'Ange 
died, her husband gave her a magnificent funeral, and he 
was the only mourner. 

When Maubreuil died, Mdlle. Labruyère had a sump- 
tuous funeral provided for her husband and followed in a 
hired coach as the only mourner. 

She had important relation^ with the political world 
under the Empire, and was a woman of endless intrigues, 
like those revealed inourtime durîng the famous Ratazzi- 
Wîlson trial, when it was found that the latter gentleman, 
son-in-law of Grévy, Président of the Republic, had 
trafficked wlth the much sought-after décoration for the 
button-hole, the Légion of Honour, instituted by Napo- 
léon 1 . to reward bravery on the field of battle and since 
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awarded to plutocrats» authors, paintcrs, actors, and cven 
actrcssesl Under the Empire, hungry polîticians and 
female go-betwcens were able to hush up scandais before 
they had time to dawn on the horizon. In this Republican 
epochy-there is a free — very free — ^halfpenny Press, so 
that despjte squaring a few mercenary scribes, truth does 
prevail — sometîmes. 

In défiance, however, of thisprincîp]e,cunning Catherine 
had the eflrontery to bring an action against a raan oF 
fashion to recover 1 00,000 francs (^£4000). The case is a 
curious one in severa] ways ; at any rate it proves onc 
thing, that if ladies of the half-world are not much good, 
their patrician, titled iovers are not a whit better. 

Her Counsel read to the Court the following statement : 

'< I, the undersigned, hereby admit my indebtedness 
to Madame C. Schumacher La Bruyère in the sum of one 
hundred thousand francs, which sum raised by sale of her 
securities she has this day paid over to me, to be em- 
ployed in my business aflairs. 1 undertake to repay the 
said sum to her or to her order in five years from to-day» 
further undertaking till the actual repayment of thesame, 
to give her interest at the rate of six per cent, per annum, 
payable every six months. In case of my death, the. 
aforesaid sum would be recoverable immediately. 

** (Signed) 
i( Y " 

Appended : a formai Promissory Note, for value re- 
ceived in coin and a note of the Bank of France. 
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The cmincnt lawyer, M. Allou, thcn proceeded to rcad 
thc corrcspondcncc between M. Y... and Labniyère» wîth 
»^ewto provîng that the Marquise d'Orvault had net 
hesjtated to sue for the repayment of two bîlls for 75,000 
and 1 5,000 francs (£3ooo and £600) respectively under 
analogous circumstances. A verdict of the Paris Court, 
dated ]une 8th, 1867, declared thèse two bills null and 
vcMd, wîth this preamble by way of explanation, *< whereas 
the woman Schumacher, whose conduct attests in every 
circumstance of her life a high degree of skill and astute-* 
ness which has enabled her to amass a considérable 
fortune... ; who belongs to a family in very modest cir- 
cumstances, and leaves her parents to sue her for needful 
food and maintenance ; who moreover in the statement 
appended to her marriage contract deposed to a number 
of alleged obligations due to her amounting to large sums 
of money , of which the origin is not adequately accounted 
for ; whereas' the satd Schumacher induced an individual 
to sign the same, having first met him at a public bail, and 
after an acquaintance of a few days at most. Wherefore, " 
the document proceeds, '' the two engagements aforesaid 
are hereby declared fraudulent in law, seeing it is ex- 
pédient, as well in the interests of public morality as of the 
honour and safety of families, to restrain reprehensible 
devices of the sort, whose chief aim is to cover the shame 
of certain flagrant bargains. " The terms are severe, but 
their severity îs justified^ and were duly confirmed by the 
formai judgment of the Court in this fresh case, which 
fbllowing the précèdent of the previous verdict, did not 
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he»itate to dedare the bill of exchange nul! and void, and 
throw out the daim formulated against the father and 
brother of the défendant Y 

Maître Lion Duval's reply on behalf of the other side 
was couched in thèse ternis : 

** ThebîU in question for 100,000 francs (£4000) had 

a perfectly legitimate origin. Y aspîred to tenderfor 

the gas supply of the town of Evreux. He can prove he 
was in want of money» and that he borrowed it from Mdlle. 
Catherine Labruyère, who was not hîs mistress at alK 

** My learned brother on the other side, "he goes on, 
'< has shown lio pity for Madame de Maubreuil. It was 
within hîs rights. It is a principie recognized by the Courts 
that scions of good families are not expected to pay their 
* immoral ' debts, but they are to hâve their pleasure for 
nothing. A man eats iuxurious little suppers, drinks good 
vintages, enjoys the comforts and elegancies of expensive 
rooms in the best situations, feasts his eyes on master- 
pieces of painting and precious spécimens of the sculptor's 
art ; in due course after a long spell of this sort of thing, 
he makes way for others, presenting his friends, and gîving 
them an opportunity of tasting the same advantages. This 
lasts for years; but lo 1 if by any chance our friend signs 
a note of hand, instantly he becomes a * poor young man 
who has got into bad hands, ' he is ' the victim of an aban- 
doned woman, ' and the mistress of the house is left to 
pay ail expenses and bear ail the blâme. But there is a 
Superior Court of Appeal — that of Public Opinion, that 
pronounces judgement on us ail, the aggregate of well- 
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intentioned and right-thinking persons who livé honour- 
able lives. There> things are otherwise adjudged ; fine 
professions go for nothing, once a man has enjoyed a 
woman's favours and afterwards shown his gratitude by 
coarse insults. Ail he gets is gênerai conten\pt and abhor- 
rence. AH lawyers agrée in the principle that promissory 
notes and similar instruments executed by persons in the 
* concubinary ' state — to use the légal jargon — are 
rightly held to be null and void ; but they are ail equally 
agreed that the ' concubinary' agent who exposes such 
things to regale public curiosity is the vilest of mankind. 
So far so good, but really 1 cannot see thslt this argues 
any extraordinary acumen of the légal mind, or that the 
conclusion is onc to be especially proud of. 

** 1 am quite aware that my learned colleague hasbased 
his morality on the verdict that has immortalised Vicomte 

de X , and itis true that the Vicomte was at one time 

Catherîne's lover^ and that he signed a bill for 35^ooo 
francs (£1400) payable to her. ]t is no less true that on 
second thoughts he preferred to make public his relations 
with her rather than pay up> and in one word that the 
Court has dissolved his obligation to behave as an honest 
man and a gentleman. But, granted that Catherine was 
weak and loving, I protest against the bill in question 
being called pretium stupri — the price of fornication. My ' 
learned adversary has followed the court in using the 
expression, but 1 think he iswrong in doingso. If Ulpian 
or Messala were with us. they would pronounce such a 
usage to be a solecism. Sfuprum is not the carnal act pure 
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and simple» but in conjunction with aggravating circtim* 
stances, adultcry, incest, râpe» or some of thosc refine- 
agents of profligacy that can only be hînted at. But the 
Vicomte was not a débauchée of tliis 8ort> he was unre- 
lated to his mistress and unmarried» wliile Catherine fui*- 
Mled the same conditions. 

" Catholic theologiansthemselves hâve longhesitated to 
qualify as Sin the union of the sexes under venial cîrcum- 
stances. They are ready to go so far only supposîng It the 
first time» and — ^let me add to make my meaning dear — 
rupla wgmitah L e. if the hymen is niptured; but this is 
not so in the présent case. In very truth, yrhen 1 lîsten to 
people indulging in a string of platitudes on the immo- 
rality of love, 1 say to myself, there are men who hâve 
known woman only in marriage, and 1 admire them accord- 
iftgly* l'A Bruyère was a professed moraliste and one of 
the best ; hère is what he says of the présents a man 
makes his mistress. As my leamed friend thinks them so 
heinous a crime, it is probably for him that La Bruyère 
wrote the passage. *U is a sad thing/ the writer déclares, 
«^ to be in love without possessing a large fortune giving 
you the means of lavishing giftson the object of one's 
passion. A lover would f»in make his mistress so happy 
that she would hâve no other single thing to wîsh for.' 
And a little further on, ' Sometimes we should make a 
concession to those we love, and hâve the generosity to 
receive présents.' 

** M. V.... is presumably deaf to thèse beautiful sen- 
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timents; he preicrs the moralîty of the award. He hts, 1 
suppose» a right to his opinion. 

** Now tliat 1 hâve spilced the guns of the redoubtaUe 
verdicts may 1 be allowed to show how it cuts both ways 

as well? NoWy Vicomte de X was fond of plunging at 

baccarat, and did not always wîn. One nig^t he wante'd, 
andmusthave, ^0,000 francs (£29000), under penalties the 
young man looked tipon as worse than death. His bad 
character saved him. As he was immoral enough to hâve 
a mistress, the latter did for his sake what the righteous 
folk of the world would hâve taken very good care not to 
do. She handed him seventy-three shares of the Crédit 
Mobilier banking establishment, and seventy-five of the 
Bank of France, authorising him to sell thèse securities 
and use them to pay his debts of honour. Tlie Vicomte 
was stirred by her generosity, and it was on this occasion 
that he insisted on signing bills to the amount of 80,000 
francs (£32oo), instead of the 45,000 (£1800) in which he 
was strictly speaking indebted to Catherine. This was 
équivalent to making her a présent of 35,ooo francs (£i 400), 
— ^but subject to the condition that the bills would be met. 
Now there was no shadow of doubt that Catherine had 
saved X.../s honour and perhaps his life; but there was a 
great deal of doubt as to whether Society would suiFer the 
payment of bills having this taint of immorality about 
them. 

** As a matter of &|ct he refused to repay the 45,000 
francs actually received, no less than the 35,ooo which 
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were supposed to represent his gratitude. But, so far as 
the 45,000 francs were concemedy He invoked the sacred 
name of Yirtue in vain; he was condemned at ail stages of 
the proceedings. 

*' AU thîs shows two thîngs at any rate. First, that 
'designing women' may hâve some good in them; and 
secondly that young men of aristocratie descent may some- 
times receive 45,000 francs from their mistress; give a 
note of hand in aclcnowledgement, and then dedare the 
latter to be waste paper. Anyhow, this is what Vicomte 
X.... did, andit is incomparably a viler action than the 
greatest faults courtesans are guilty of. 

** You hâve been told how judgment was given against 
the Vicomte, but that he made no defence. Ve will leave 
aside altogether, if you please, the verdict and judgment 
thus arrived at. In another trial, long afterwards, this 
matter of the 45,000 francs was again brought up and 
threshed out. This was done with conspîcuous thorough- 
ness and mastery, as my learned opponent will hardly de- 
ny, for on that occasion it was himself who thundered 
against 'designîng women,' and thisis his spécial province. 
Ail the most brilliant advocacy could allège for Vicomte 
X.... was said, and the Court nevertheless adjudged that 
the Vicomte had received from Catherine securitîes of 
substantial valiie, and that he had been justly condemned 
to repay her thcrefore the sum of 45,000 francs. This 
verdict, it appears to me, contains a latent aifront that 
must needs hâve spoiled any honourable man's satisfaction 
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in taking advantage of its terms. In any case it will teach 
M. Y.... the necessityofprovinghis son did nôt include 
in the budget of expcndîture on his pleasures the 100,000 
francs (£4000) lent him to complète his little business 
transaction at Evreux. " 

Truly a pretty state of things ail round I 




^<V 



CONCLUSION 



A FEW 8TATI8TICS 

Whàt becomes of ail the cocoHes ? 

From officiai enquîries înstituted by the Prefecture]|of 
Police it would appear that, at the end oF a period of 
twenty years, out of every hundred women of profes- 
sionally easy virtue résident in the Bréda district, there 
are: 

Dead prematurely of tuberculosis, peritonitis 

and other diseases, chronic or acute .... 1 7 

In licensed brothels 18 

Employed in menial capacities in same . . 8 

Procuresses 6 

Companions and chaperones to young 

apprentice prostitutes 8 

Charwomen 6 

Depilatresses 3 

Looking after the hire of chairs in the public 

promenades 2 
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Keepers of wardrobe shops 9 

Emigrated to America. ...••.. 4 

Hâve saved money and retîred into the provinces 3 

Married advantageously to foreigners ... 2 

Married in France 2 

Fortune-tellers 1 

Confined as lunatics 5 

Suicides from worry or extrême poverty . . 5 

Suicide through disappointed love .... i 



Total 



lOO 



Unless indeed they are murdered» as- happened to: 
Annette Tissèrent» September 1 866 ; Robert and Mage, 
1864; Victoire Bodeux, ]865; Lévis, 1861; Marie Hdîs, 
1864; Marie Fellerath, 1879; Renoux, ^^^^$ Benoit, 
]865 ; Marie Jouin, Hélène Stein, ]885; Lucie Alliaume» 
] 886; Marie Aguétant, 1886; Marie Regnault, 1887; 
Marguerite Dubois, 1889 » ^ poor girl known zs ** La 
Chinoise — the Chinawoman, " 1889; Bigault, 1901 ; and 
Eugénie Fougère, 1903. 

THE END. 
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